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Chapter | 


He finally opened the door, grudgedly, glaring at his long lost friend. He appeared to be tired, his eyes halfway 
closed, long scrawny lanky body huddled over, his head resting against the frame of his condo doorway. 
"What?" he growled meekly, breaking the awkward silence. 


"Layne. | haven't seen you in months," Mike snapped. His angry demeanor faltered, those brown eyes softening 
with sympathy as he watched his best friend cower away from him. This was not fucking Layne, what the 
hell? He attempted to push open the door, surprised that Layne allowed him to actually come in this time. Mike 
Starr watched his friend's now stick-like body slowly limp over to his couch. 


He was disturbed by what was happening with Layne. | didn't think he was getting this bad.. | mean, Sean tried 


to warn me before heading over.. But Sean always seemed to over-react about his drug addiction 


Layne watched his friend of nearly I5 years gape awkwardly at his trashed-out living room. Sighing, he yanked 
a cigarette from his pack on the coffee table (that was cluttered with spoons, a bowl of bleach with syringe 
needles resting within it, lighters, € baggies of brown € white powder). He lit it, inhaling deeply. "Mike.." He 
moaned aloud, his glassy blue eyes sliding back to the scrawny brunette. He eyed Layne wearily, stopping 
himself from observing how filthy his kitchen was. Layne smiled weakly at him, patting the cushion next to him. 


"Figured since you haven't seen me in months, you'd like to..oh, | don't know..talk to me instead of staring at the 


molding food in my kitchen." 


"Dude, it literally looks like it's moving in there. And it smells like horse shit," Mike laughed nervously, slumping 
onto the couch next to him. He couldn't help but to stare at Layne. He was shocked by how horrible he looked. 
His hair was long € matted, eyes sunk deep into his skull, watery € red. His skin was almost transparent. He 
was so unbelievably thin. Layne had always been a scrawny guy but DAMN..even under the sweater he was 
wearing, you could tell he was horribly emaciated. His cheekbones jutted from his face € you could see outlines 


of his clavicles € ribs through the fabric of his garments. His arms € legs looked like twigs... 


Layne laughed anxiously, exhaling cigarette smoke € shrugging at Mike. "What? Am | that handsome?" He wet 
his lips scowled at himself when his friend didn't laugh at his joke. Instead, mike's eyes widened $ filled with 


tears. 


"You..you look." he paused, shaking his head and yanking a cig out of Layne's pack and lighting it. He glared back 
into those stoned blue eyes. "Do you have a death wish or something?!" he shrieked, standing up. He pointed a 
shaky finger at his best friend, trying to fight back the tears. "You look like you haven't slept in a week, you're 
a walking fucking skeleton, your condo has gone to hell." He shook his head, taking a seat on the stool across 
from his couch. As much as he tried to fight it, the tears fell down his cheeks as he took a drag from his 
smoke. "What in God's name are you doing, Layne? You're better than this..." 


Layne glared at his shaking, gloved hand. Shrugging his bony shoulders, he set his cigarette down in the 
ashtray, leaning over to reach under his coffee table to grab a bottle of Jameson's. He took a nice couple of 
gulps, attempting to calm down his nerves. He tugged off the black gloves, revealing dull brown bruises from 
needle probing on them, flinching when he heard his friend gasp. He pulled his sweater off, showing his tooth 
pick arms to him. They were so thin that his elbows were twice as large in comparison to his bicep € 
forearm.and they were matted with track marks. Gnarly, bumpy, € purple. When he heard Mike sob again, he 
stopped himself, his brows curling in desperation as he looked at him. "I can't stop," he muttered pleadingly. His 
bony finger reached up € scratched his nose, feeling € tasting the drips still in the back of his throat. He had 
done a few lines just before letting Mike in, considering he was nodding off on smack for hours € wanted to 
‘pep up". He gulped continuously for a while, rubbing his thin arms, suddenly feeling cold He reached over to 
grab his sweater, surprised to see that Mike tugged it away from him. He sat back down next to Layne, his 
eyes fixated on his track marks. Brown eyes slid up curiously to see his reaction. He was grimacing, going back 
to smoking. "Please." He hinted at Mike, eyes on his sweater. He nodded £ gave it back to him, peering away to 


give the man peace of mind that he wasn't analyzing the outcome of his self-destruction anymore. 


"So." Mike started, glaring around his living room again. It was cluttered with Marvel toy figurines € video 
games € empty booze bottles. "You've just been hiding here, ignoring everyone, getting fucked up all day and 
playing video games..°" He asked. He really didn't mean to sound rude, he was just utterly appalled. Ever since 
Demri died.he hadn't been the same since. He knew Demri was just going to make Layne's drug addiction worse, 
it was inevitable considering they began using heroin together, and he had expressed his concerns about it to 
Layne many times.. but he was too stoned Ẹ caught up in the infatuation, the idea of him € Demri somehow 
miraculously getting clean together and living this wonderful fantasy-laden ending. Mike sighed, watching his 


friend suck in another drag from his cigarette. "Look. | know I'm not a saint here," he said, laughing weakly. He 
watched his expression switch from self-loathing to bitter amusement, his lips turning up slightly. Just a mere 


shadow of who he once was.. "I've done drugs, too, shit..you know that..." 


Layne rolled his eyes, stumping out his cigarette and leaning back into his couch, eyes on the spoons on his 
coffee table. Slowly, he glanced back at his old friend. Those blood-shot ocean eyes pooled with rage. "You're 
fucking high off those pills again" He accused. 


Mike took a huge drag from his cigarette, swiping his dark curling locks away from his face. ".so..? It's not like 
I'm all strung out on fucking heroin € crack € booze. For christs sake, Layne, you're a MESS." he spat, now 
hot-boxing his cigarette. 


Layne laughed mockingly back at him. "Oh, so, since you're not shooting up, you're fucking better than me, is 
that right?!" He sat up, yanking a spoon € a baggy of dark powder € waving it in his friend's face. "Don't you 
remember our little birthday celebration with Kurt? You fucking mainlined with us." 


Mike's face boiled red, smacking the paraphernalia out of his face. The baggy of heroin skidded across the living 
room. He watched as layne's face twisted in agony, jolting up from the couch only to stumble down hard onto 
his stomach. He rolled over onto his back, arms wrapped tight around his concave stomach (or lack of one), 
wheezing in pain Mike got up from the stool, standing over his skeletal friend's body, face still boiling with rage. 
"I remember that night pretty fucking well, dude. It was my fucking birthday. You talked me into doing it. You 
told me | would just fucking love it, REMEMBER?!" He crouched down, his face up close to layne's. "You shot 
me up twice. But you € Kurt both agreed it wouldn't be enough to enjoy the ‘full experience’, so fucking Kurt 
shot me up," he leaned in closer to him, ignoring the fear that burned in Layre's eyes, "I died. On my fucking 


birthday! For eleven fucking minutes | was DEAD." 


"AND | SAVED YOU!" Layne shouted, tears rolling down his sharp cheek bones. He curled up, doubling over in 
more pain, his hand reaching out for the bag of dope. Mike stomped his foot on his hand, flinching at the 
shriek from Layne that followed. 


"Then YOU died and | had to save you!" Mike growled. "Kurt's lame ass was too stoned and nodding off on H to 
help me. Do you know how fucking scared | was?! And now look at you. You look like a fucking disgusting 


worthless junky!" He screamed, tearing up when he noticed the agony burnt on Layne's face. 


Just when Mike was about to say more, Layne hurled yellow stomach bile € blood all over the white living 
room carpet. Mike lifted his foot off of his best friend's hand, running into the bathroom down the hallway € 
grabbing a towel, quickly wetted it with soap, and ran back, handing it to the skeletal shell that resembled 
Layne Staley. He watched as Layne attempted to get himself up off the floor, shaking his head as he decided, 


after a few minutes, to give Layne a hand. 


"Thanks man..got dizzy for a minute there," Layne muttered, still sitting on the floor near his puke. Those blue 
eyes glanced at it, them quickly squinting with disgust € vomitting more blood. 


"Holy fucking shit, Layne, what's going on?!" Mike shrieked. 


Layne, shakily, stood himself up by grabbing the edge of his couch. He tried to stand but instead helplessly 


Concern was sketched on the bassist's face. "For how fucking long?!" 


Layne exhaled deeply € shrugged. "I dunno.. A couple weeks.. Haven't been able to eat.every time | do | either 
shit myself or puke.” 


Mike stumbled over to Layne's landline phone on his kitchen table, ignoring the cockroaches that were 


scurrying away from him. "Fuck, I'm calling a fucking ambulance--" 


"NO YOU FUCKING DONT, MIKEIIII" Layne screamed, edging his way off the couch. Mike ran over to him, begging 
him not to attempt to stand up again. Anger still steamed from Layne, frail arms pushing Mike away. "If you 


call the motherfucking ambulance, I'm not even messing with you, our friendship will be fucking OVER.” 


Mike's hands shook, his mind overencumbered with the fear. "Layne..you could fucking DIE!" Mike ran back to 
the phone, picking it up again. 


"| MEAN IT, MIKE!" 


He shook his head. "No, dude. | don't care anymore. | hate seeing you like this. You need serious fucking help." He 
dialed in the number. "I'm calling the ambulance right now." 


Layne tried to get back up, but fell over again, screaming in more agony. He reached over to the bag of heroin, 


trying to ignore what Mike was saying as he crawled back up onto his couch. 
"Yes, that's the address." He heard Mike mutter into the phone. 
Tears streamed down his sunken face, pouring heroin onto the spoon. 


Mike glared over at Layne, his brown eyes filling with tears again. "Please be here as soon as possible, he's lost 


a large amount of weight.he can't keep any food down.he can't even stand, he keeps collapsing.please.." 


Layne dripped a few drops of water into the spoon, stirring it with the dropper. Once it was mixed, he flicked 
his lighter under it. 


"His name is Layne Staley. 34 years old. I'm not sure if he'll be conscious by the time the ambulance arrives," 


Mike sobbed. 


Layne grabbed one of his clean syringes, dunking it in his cup of water € drying it off with a towel next to the 
cup. He carefully sucked up the H into the syringe, tapped out the bubbles € plunged out the air, and set it 


down on the coffee table. He then grabbed a broken rubber band next to the pile of spoons. He tied it tightly 


around his bone-thin bicep, his arm flushing red as he pumped his fist. 


heroin-related?lll Isnt this illegal to be speaking about this over the phone?! Just get your fucking people over 
herel" Mike screamed into the phone. He hung up on them, slamming the phone into the receiver and turning to 


Layne. 


Layne had just shot up, removing the syringe from his forearm, a tired smirk on his now beat-red face. His 
pupils were so huge his eyes just appeared to be black When he noticed Mike staring at him, he immediately 


frowned. "You're dead to me," he growled. 
"Layne! | just care! Please--" 


His emaciated body slumped over onto the couch € slid onto the floor, right into his own puddle of blood-bile 


vomit. 


The sounds of sirens € pounding on the door interrupted the freak show. Mike ran to open it. They all easily 
slid him onto the carrier, rolling the corpse-like version of Layne Staley into the ambulance truck. Mike didn't 
even ask if he could tag along in the ride, he just ran into the truck. 


Chapter 2 Born again 


My dumb ass finally figured out how to add chapters to my stories on here LMAO. Sorry about that. 


Anywhoooo.. 


"Get Born Again’ 


They had been in the hospital for close to 6 hours now. 4 hours they were in the ER, the doctors running 
around giving him adrenaline shots through his IV (the heroin he had shot up slowed his heart rate down 
impeccably). They had given him AT LEAST 4 bags of sodium chloride due to dehydration. They kept telling 
Mike that they were shocked he didn't have a seizure or stroke due to how dehydrated he had become. 


They had to give him a shot of zofran due to his nausea, also bentyl due to Mike's explanation of his..accidents 
that he had in the past. Then a flobotamist came in to take a few blood tests. The ER Doctor was concerned 
that he might have liver damage. He also mentioned having to get Layne a nasogastric tube due to how 
underweight he looked (they hadn't been able to get his weight yet since he's basically been unconscious the 
entire time). When the blood tests had come back, Mike was shocked ¢ relieved to find out that his liver was 


fine. 


That's when they transported him to another wing..an intensive drug detox wing. Mike watched Layne in deep 
and utter fear, studying that pale, angular face. His eyelids were literally purple. Lips blue, most likely from low 
blood pressure € malnutrition. Bloody puke was still caked on his stubbled chin The nurses had to strip him out 
of his clothes due to having to do CPR € body checks.. They had found track marks on his stomach, legs, and 
feet. In the blue gown he was in, it now was obvious:: he had withered away to nothing but bone. His knees 
looked enormous in comparison to his thighs € calves. His feet had literally no flesh at all on them, they looked 
like gnarley claws from some creepy human hybrid. Ribs € hip bones jutted out so badly they looked as though 
they were to break from his gray-tinted skin at any moment. He looked dead. 


| can't believe | didn't know he was this bad... What the fuck is the matter with me.. 


I'm supposed to be your best friend," Mike sobbed, "but. allowed you to get.like this..." He covered his eyes, 


tired of having to see Layne in this condition "lm a terrible friend." 

"No you're not," a deep voice from behind him responded. 

Mike jumped, spinning around in the hospital recliner to peer at the detox wing doctor € two young female 
nurses, one of them with a strange tube connected to a bag full of strange mucus like substance on a pole. 


Behind them was another flabotomist. ".fuck.you hear all that?" Mike blubbered, ashamed. 


The doctor nodded, smiling softly. His green eyes behind glasses reflected pity. "Yes | did," he answered. He then 


held out his hand, grinning and winking at Mike when he shook it. "I'm Dr. Ryan, I'm going to be taking care of 
Layne Staley during his stay." 


"Nice to meet you," Mike murmured tiredly. He shook his head, grinning. "I'm sorry. Forgot to introduce myself. 


I'm Mike--" 


"Starr, right?" The doctor interrupted. He smirked when he watched the ex Alice in Chains bassist blush € nod 


his head. "I've seen you in many interviews ¢ music videos." 


Mike grunted. "Take it you're a fan then.. Please don't get creepy on me," he blurted, quickly forcing a laugh to 


save himself from appearing a complete and utter douche bag. 


Finally, Mike was in for some luck. The doctor laughed. "I've been an Alice in Chains fan ever since | heard Man 


in the Box. Which one of you guys wrote that song, anyways?" 


Mike sighed, sadly nodding to the unconscious Layne Staley. It was silent for a while until the flabotomist piped 
up, telling everyone that he needed another adrenaline shot. "I believe this will do the trick for him," she said 
as she prodded the needle into his IV £ slowly injected the substance. To everyone's amazement, Layne's eyes 
slowly / drunkenly opened. 


"What the." Layne gurgled, his voice hoarse. His eyes widened suddenly, them peering around the hospital room 
anxiously, the heart monitor going off. 


"Awwww crap, now his blood pressure is too high." The flabotomist moaned. The doctor gestured her to be 
quiet, telling her that he was probably having high blood pressure due to confusion. 


"Where in the fuck am |?" Layne finally squeaked, peering over at Dr. Ryan. Those blue eyes slid down to his 
arm, licking his lips and sighing with frustration. "Mike fucking sent me to the hospital, didn't he? Fucking prick." 


"Yeah, | fucking did, Layne," Mike growled at him pointedly. He watched as Layne swiveled his head to him, his 
skull-like face crinkling in disgust. Before Layne could blurt out obscenities, Mike stood up, arms crossed over 
his chest. "You were going to fucking die. I'm your best friend. | can't just let you die like that. Not when you 
have family that cares about you." 


Layne bursted out in hysterical laughter. "Yeah?! Family? Interesting.’ He looked around the room, grinning with 
pessimistic spite. "Pretty funny, either my family isn't here, or they've inherited the mystical powers of 
fucking invisibility." He suddenly coughed, blood splattering all over his blue gown. He groaned mournfully, eyes 


me." Layne whimpered, looking back at Mike. 


"We can talk about this later," he said, glaring over at Dr. Ryan and his nurses. “But first, you need to get 
treated." Mike nodded at Dr. Ryan, stepping aside so he could do his job. 


The doctor grabbed Layne's hand, giving him a promising smile. "I'm Dr. Howard Ryan, I'm going to be taking 


care of you during your stay here." 
Layne scowled at him. "And where exactly is ‘here'..2" 


"You're on the rehabilitation floor, in the extensive drug detox wing," the doctor responded professionally, not 
seeming affected at all by Layne's poor attitude. Mike was pretty sure the doctor was used to dealing with 


uncooperative addicts. 


"Fucking hell," Layne moaned, shooting Mike another look. "fourteenth trip to the rehab again for me. You know 


how ecstatic the media is going to be when this information leaks out?!" 


Mike rolled his eyes so hard it almost looked like his head was about to implode. "How will this get leaked into 
the media?! You know very well that | hate reporters just as much as you do," he stopped and glared at the 
nurses € Dr. Ryan "And Im pretty sure the hospital's staff will respect your right to keep this private as 


well." 


"Jesus fucking Christ, sometimes you can be REALLY stupid!" Layne shrieked. "The ambulance was sent right to 
my condo, am | right?! They have fucking cameras there. Witnesses. And if my mother or step father finds 
out--YEP. ItIl be in the fucking media by tomorrow, count my word on that!" 


Layne's heart monitor went off again, alarming the nurses. One of them jolted out of the hospital room. Only a 


few moments later, another flabotomist came in. She squeezed behind Dr. Ryan, a huge syringe in hand. 
"What the fuck is that," Layne growled. 


This flabotomist didn't even attempt to act like she had sympathy. This one was old, had to be in her late 60's, 
and had pissed off scribbled all over her bull-dug face. "I'm giving you a dose of methadone for withdrawal. 
Also for your heart arithimia. If there's ever an emergency--and | mean an actual emergency--press the ‘call 
nurse’ button on the side of your bed, k?" she barked. She didn't even wait for a response € jabbed the 
syringe into his IV and quickly injected the methadone, storming out. 


Layne's eyes fell slanted again, a sloppy grin on his face as his pupils began to dialate € his heart began to 


slow again. 

"Well, shit, at least he's calm again," Mike murmured to himself, but one of the nurses heard him, giggling. He 
turned and glanced at her. She had a short blonde bob, hair parted to the side. Bright hazel eyes. A slim but 
very curvy figure. Mike couldn't help but to grin and wink at her, his heart skipping a beat when she smiled 
and winked back. Dang, she's cute, he thought to himself. 

"That dog-faced lady sure was something else, ay? What the fuck man." Layne slurred, giggling softly. 


Mike shook his head. "You're a piece of work" 


Dr. Ryan's eyes were wide, going back to business. "ANYWAYS." He turned to his nurses when he heard them 
giggle again He couldn't help but to smile. "Mr. Staley, it seems as though you're body is going through some 
trauma.our labs came back and it stated that you are suffering from severe malnutrition.. Do you know how 


long its been since you've been able to eat? How has your eating been in, let's say, the past two months?" 


Layne gulped, resting his hand on his belly. He grimaced when he felt his bones jutting through. He knew he 
looked hideous. "Well.thanks to stimulants such as meth and crack / cocaine, I've been having issues eating.. 
Plus the heroin € pain medications I've been getting, it's made it hard to eat. Just haven't felt hungry. | would 
force myself to, but these past..ummm.." he stopped for a moment, lightly closing his eyes, trying to 
remember. "Shit, think its been a month I've been sick due to drugs.. My tolerance to opiates got way too high 
and | suffered withdrawals if | couldn't get enough in me. Everytime I'd try to make myself eat | would throw 
up or shit myself, so | kind of just.stopped eating..around about 2 weeks ago." He licked his lips, opening his 
eyes € glancing back at Mike. His face burnt when he noticed the pity. 


"Well, unfortunately, you're stomach won't be able to handle normal foods for a while considering you are 
actually sick due to all of this," the doctor began, walking back to the end of his bed. He pressed a button near 
the "000,00 Ibs" indicator on the edge of his bed. "lm going to have to take your weight, okay?" 


Layne closed his eyes again, nodding slowly. "Okay." 


Mike leaned in to watch the inbuilt scale of his bed bounce around on numbers. When it finally stopped, he was 
petrified. "How the heck are you still alive?!" He shrieked, 


Layne's eyes shot wide open, staring right at the doctor. "What? What's wrong? How much do | weigh?" 
Dr. Ryan hesitated, turning to the pretty blonde nurse. She sighed, stepping forward, dragging that nasogastric 
tube pole with her. She leaned over and smiled at him. Mike narrowed his eyes when he noticed Layne grinning 


slyly back. "How tall are you, honey?" 


‘lm 6 feet tall." Layne gulped when he turned back to see the doctor shaking his head and cleaning his glasses. 


"So.. Tell me? How much do | weigh?" 


The doctor sighed. "You're horribly underweight, Layne..according to the FDA's BMI chart, you have a BMI of 


3.6. Basically a BMI of an anorexic. A severe anorexic." 
Layne's eyes widened. "How much do | fucking weigh?!?!" 


The blonde nurse grabbed his hand, leaning closer to him. "Calm down, Hun, everything's gonna be okay. We're 


gonna help you out, okay?" 


Even the hot nurse couldn't break his concern "How much do | fucking weigh?!" 


Mike groaned, shaking his long dark hair away from his face € crossing his arms over his chest. "A hundred 
pounds,” he barked. 


Layne immediately shot up, trying to lean over to the end of the bed to see it for himself. The other red 
headed nurse gently pushed him back against the bed. "You need to relax, Layne.. We're going to take good care 
of you." 


Layne looked back at Mike, breathing hard. "Could you fucking say that again? | don't think | understood you!" 


"You weigh a hundred pounds dude. You've lost forty pounds," Mike answered, falling back down into the recliner 
and glaring up at the clock. It's already IO pm?! He sighed, eyes sliding down to his shoes. "See why | wanted 


you to come here?" 


"So what's gonna happen? How in the heck am | going to gain weight if | can't even keep food down?!" Layne 


exclaimed. He studied his body, eyes tearing up. Man, | really do look disgusting.what the fuck. 


The blonde nurse rolled the nasogastric tube pole closer to his bed, making him glare up at it. "Unfortunately in 
order for you to start gaining weight, we have to give you supplements with a nasogastric tube treatment. At 


least for 2 weeks, if not longer." 
"what the heck is that?" Layne blubbered, looking scared. 


Dr. Ryan sighed, looking sorry for Layne. "What we're going to have to do is insert a feeding tube through 


your nose until it reaches your stomach--" 
"INSERT A TUBE THROUGH MY NOSE?!" Layne shrieked. 


Both the blonde € the red head grabbed his hand supportively. "It isn't going to be painful, we promise. What 
we do is first give you a nasal spray, which numbs your nasal cavity, then we put this goopy yucky stuff--" 


"Ha, yeah, it kind of feels like snot," the red head interrupted awkwardly, making Mike € Layne grin She had 
really big breasts so they didn't mind. 


The blonde wrinkled her brow with confusion. "Anyways. Yeah, we put that." she glanced over at her co- 
worker, giving her a dirty look (which made her laugh), "snot stuff in your nose € slowly insert the tube. Of 
course we'll have to take you back to this special room with Dr. Ryan so we can X-Ray the procedure to make 


sure the tube reaches the stomach. It isn't a painful procedure at all, it's just uncomfortable at first." 
"how will | sleep with a tube sticking out of my nose?" Layne asked, sounding timid. 


The redhead giggled again. "We tape the tube on you so it stays put. You just have to make sure to keep this 
pole," she pointed at the NG tube pole next to the blonde, "really close by you. You'll be okay." 


Dr. Ryan nodded at Mike to stand up, maneuvering to the other side of Layne's hospital bed. "We have to do 
this procedure now," he stated, nodding at the blonde nurse. She left the room, shortly coming back with a 
portable hospital bed "Usually we don't do these so late, but considering how underweight and vitamin deficient 
you are, this is definitely an emergency," he stated, helping the nurses gently place him onto the other bed. 


Layne looked over at Mike longingly, fear in his eyes. "You'll be okay, Layne," Mike said. "You're in good hands. I'l 


be waiting here for you for when you return, alright, bud?" 
"okay." Layne whimpered, looking up at Dr. Ryan 


“Another doctor will be helping you through this procedure. He's a good doctor, Dr. Scott is his name. okay, 
Layne Staley?" The doctor asked. 


Layne just nodded, his eyes wide with horror. 


Dr. Ryan laughed, patting him lightly on his bony shoulder. "You'll be fine Layne. Oh, and by the way...your band 


rocks." 


"Oh God," Layne groaned, not even laughing to mask his annoyance with fame. Mike € the nurses laughed at his 


complaint. 
The 3 of them disappeared down the hallway.. 


3 EE EK 


Mike stared at the clock, sighing with annoyance. "Freaking 10:30 pm," he muttered. His fingers itched with need, 
slowly fumbling around in his old school military jacket (that he found at a pawn shop. Oh yeah, 1990's 
rockstars sure did make big bucks....). He yanked out an orange prescription bottle, it's label torn off. He had 
bought an entire script of diazepam off of one of Staley's old drug dealers not too long ago. IO mg tablets. He 
tongued 4 of them, anticipating the high that would soon follow. Once it had hit II:00, he was stumbling 
aimlessly around the detox wing, checking out the young female nurses. He couldn't help but to walk over to 


the dark haired blue eyed one sitting at the computer files unit. 
"Hey," he muttered, trying to sound slick. 


She continued to type and glare intensely at the computer screen, so Mike repeateded himself louder this time. 
She jumped, looking at him wide-eyed. He laughed, flushing with heat when she didn't even muster up a smile. 
His eyes slid down to his black combat boots, his hand drumming on the counter. 


"My buddy Layne Staley just got here, he's in the middle of a procedure and I'm border than a pile of rocks...” 
He glanced up to see if she would grin. Instead she gave him the stink eye. He sighed, scratching his scalp and 


looking awkwardly down the hallway. "You got any magazines or something?" 


"No.." She responded, looking at him like he had just morphed into Donald trump dressed as Madonna. 


grumbled awkwardly, spinning around. 


"There's a TV in his room you know," the dark haired woman called out to him as he began to walk back to the 


room. 


He turned back to her, dropping his head into his hand. "Wow.. Goddamn | feel like a dumb ass.." He was shocked 
when he heard the miss priss actually laugh. 


She stood up out of her desk chair, walking out of the gated unit and up next to him, nudging him on the 


shoulder with her elbow. "Take me to his room, I'll show you how to work it," she muttered, grinning at him. 


He smiled and lead her the way. When they got to the room, he sat down and splayed out on his recliner, 
trying to look sexy... Only to have the woman give him that same weird look. 


He was so high at this point, he didn't care anymore. "Why are you looking at me like that?" He asked, chuckling. 
She flicked her shiny black hair, smirking. "you look familiar." 

Mike ran his hand through his hair. "Ever heard of Alice in Chains..2" 

She threw her head back and laughed. "This is SEATTLE, you know that, right?!" 


He smirked, fumbling with his fingers. "I'm not that stupid, geesh," he laughed softly. His brown eyes met her 


blue ones. "I was the former bassist in that band." 

"wait a minute." she narrowed her eyes at him. "You're..you're Mike Starr?!" Her entire time changed, which 
pleasantly amused him. "Oh my gosh | just met Mike Starr and | look like total shit." she muttered, covering 
her face. 

He gently grabbed her wrist and moved her hand away from her face. He moved in closer to her, checking out 
her facial features. "You don't look like shit at all. In fact, you're one of the hottest nurses I've seen in this 
hospital.. Black hair, blue eyes, peanut-butter skin--" 

"Peanut butter skin!" She shrieked, giggling. 


He grinned, licking his lips, moving in closer. "I love peanut buter..don't you?" 


She nodded, her pupils dialated. Mike's smiley got sloppy, knowing very well that she was already getting horny. 
Should | take advantage..? 


Just right when Mike was going to reach in for a kiss, the redhead € blonde nurse came strolling in Layne 
Staley. Mike tisked his tongue irritably. He's even a cock blocker when he's sick and close to fucking death 


damnit. 


The dark haired girl motioned away from Mike, watching as the nurses easily manuevered the skeletal rockstar 


back into his bed. "See? That wasn't that bad," the pretty blonde nurse reassured him. 


"My throat hurts like a bitch getting choked," he croaked. Both of the girls laughed like a couple of 
dumbfounded groupies. 


"ls that who | think it is..2" The black haired girl whispered to Mike. 


He huffed, trying his best to contain his anger. "If | told you yes, would you give me your number?" Mike 


grumbled back. His heart raced when he saw her smile excitably wide. 


She leaned close to him. "I've always had a thing for you, Mike Starr.. | just asked about Layne because a lot of 


my friends would love to have his autograph." 


"Sooo..does that mean we have a date?" Mike whispered back to her. He smiled wide as he watched her pull out 


her notepad from her chest pocket € a pen She scribbled quickly and handed the paper to him. 


"Have to get back to work.call me when you can," she whispered, flicking her long black hair and waltzing out 


the door. 


Mike smirked, pushing the paper deep into his jacket pocket. He watched the redhead € blonde as they walked 
out, shutting the door behind them. 


"Still trying to hook up with groupies, ay, mister | can't get zeeee pussy?" Layne groaned. 

Mike laughed, glaring over at Layne. "You sound like a heavy smoking Kermit with that tube in, fag." 

Layne rolled his eyes, laughing. "That's homophobic." 

"That's what Jim Henson would say," Mike spat back. They both laughed. He could still see sadness in Layne's 
eyes though, making his tune change. "Sorry to ask this..but.why did you get so fucking bad? And why didn't 
you answer any of my calls? Fuck, not to mention Sean's calls.he's been worried sick about you, dude. Told me 
he hasn't seen you in over 2 years." 


Layne grumbled, fingering the tube taped to his face. "it's a long story | would rather not get into." 


"Dude, we're best friends, | call bullshit. Was it Demri?" He watched Layne turn on the TV with his hospital bed 


Chapter 3 


After Mike tried his best to interrogate Layne for a good hour, he left the poor man be. Especially after he 
yelled at Mike, making him full aware that he knew he was fucked up off Valium. Layne always hated it when 
Mike was stoned off pills. 


"You act like a fucking idiot on that shit," Layne barked weakly, fidgeting uncomfortably in his chair as the liquid 
continued to ooze through his NG tube. His hand rested on his stomach, grimacing. "I feel like I'm going to blow 


chucks..." 

Mike's brow raised, getting up and nodding to the red button on the side of Layne's bed. "Call the nurse," he 
ordered. Right as he pressed the button, Mike slinked out into the hallway again, grinning over at the dark 
haired lady. 


"Still having problems with the TV?" She asked sarcastically, grinning mischievously up at him from her 
keyboard. 


He chuckled, resting his elbow on the counter. "Nah. Layne's just being a bitch." 
She snorted. "Geesh, are you always so nice to your friends, Mr. Rockstar?" 


He shrugged. "I've learned that if I'm too nice to them, they get the wrong idea," he pointed to his hair, winking. 
"They can't resist my charm." 


"Gay jokes, too, huh?" She asked mid-laughter. 


Mike sighed, resting his head into the palm of his hand. He had to look away from that blue haze, it was 
distracting him. "Do you know where the pay phones are around here?" he muttered, glancing back over at her. 


He couldn't help but to smile again, analyzing those feline-like eyes. 


She pointed down the hall. "Right when you pass the restrooms, on the left, there's a waiting room for guests. 
There's a couple pay phones." 


He smirked, patting the counter € beginning to head down the hall. "Thanks, doll," he called out to her. She 
giggled when she watched him pause and turn back to her. "I never got to know your name?" He asked dumbly, 


smiling to try to hide his blushing. 
"lts Erica," she answered, still laughing. "You dork." 


"Oh, golly gee, you made me blush," he blurted sarcastically, laughing and waving at her as he started back 
down the hallway. Once he spotted the phone, he rolled in a couple quarters, quickly dialing the number. 


"Fucking hell.it's almost one in the morning, who is this..?" the deep voice groaned. 
"Oh, shut the fuck up, Sean, you never go to sleep this early." 
"Mike?" 


"Noooo, l'm the ghost of your dead great grandmother." It was silent for a moment. Mike laughed. "Of course 


its Mike, you idiot.” 

The sound of glass breaking broke the silence. 

"what the fuck are you doing..?" Mike asked, brows furrowed. 
"Shit..." 

"Sean?" 


He heard his goofy laugh echo on the other line. "I just broke my fucking coffee table dude. Fourth one what 
the FUUUUCK 


Mike groaned. "You're drunk." 
"There's nothing to do here and it's Friday..well technically Saturday now..but..you know..." 
Mike laughed. "ANYWAYS..so, Layne finally answered his fucking door." 


"REALLY?!" Sean shrieked. The sound of a can opening popped through the phone, making Mike wince. "How is 
that hermit doing?! Is he okay?" 


"Hell no, we're in the hospital Sean" 
"Holy FUCK, which one?! Im heading over--" 

"Please, dear lord, get a fucking cab?" 

SRK RK 

Sean staggered through the hallway, his face pink £ eyes glazed over like two red donuts. "Looookin for Layne 
Staley," he blubbered loudly, his voice echoing through the hallway. He cleared his throat, tugging on the collar 


of his black Tool t-shirt. "Anyone know where Layne Staley is?!" he slurred out obnoxiously. 


Mike tapped out of the room, narrowing his eyes at his drunk friend. "He's in here, you clown" 


Sean smirked, walking up to the doorway, peeking in suspiciously like a little boy looking for a jar of cookies. 
"Sup, haven't seen your pretty face in a minute," he murmured, puckering his lips at Mike. 


He rolled his eyes. "Come on in," he gestured his arms to the room. "Be quiet though.’ 

‘I'm always quiet!" Sean yelled. 

"Jesus Christ, can't a sick man get any sleep around here?!" Layne whimpered from his hospital bed. 

Sean slunk into the room, jumping a bit when his eyes fell to the pale skeleton that was of little resemblance 
of the man he once knew. He turned to Mike, getting a dirty look from him. Turning back to Layne, he couldn't 
help himself. "You look like shit, man." Sean slurred, taking a seat in the recliner, those red eyes wide. "What 


the fuck have you been doing to yourself?!" 


"Mike, seriously, what the fuck?!" Layne groaned, his eyes slanting over to his ashamed friend. "You could've at 
least asked me if this was okay." 


"I've seen many things down your throat, but this, BY FAR, is the most unique thing I've witnessed," Sean went 
on, trying to grin His smile faltered as he watched Layne groan painfully, hands cupping his gaunt gray face. 


"What the fuck Mike." 


Mike huffed irritably, stomping over to Sean, pointing at him. "We've all been worried about you. You should be 
shocked that Jerry isn’t here." 


"Fuck Jerry, that pompous prick,” Layne spat, his watery eyes back on the TV screen. "Fucking making 


assumptions that | wanted to shoot up after our last 2 recordings for our last album..." 

"Dude, come on, I've been worried sick about youl" Sean exclaimed, his long face twisted in anger. "Easy for you 
to shoot up dope, but somehow, you can't use that tiny bit of strength to..ch | dunno.pick up the 
motherfucking phone and say ‘why hello, I'm Layne, your supposed friend of fifteen years'?!" 


"| didn't want you guys to see me like this." A tear fell down Layne's cheek, his hand resting uncomfortably on 
his stomach. "I just wanted to die in fucking peace without worrying you.." 


"Yeah, well, you're still alive, TOO FREAKING BAD!" Mike shouted. 
It was silent for a while aside from the newsreporter blubbering on about the war in Iraq. Suddenly, a flash of 
Staley's condo from earlier bore on the television screen. Layne groaned, sobbing lightly, pointing at the TV. 


"See what you've fucking done, Mike?!" 


"It would've happened anyways," Mike snarled. "Only difference is that you would've been DEAD" 


Layne shrugged. "Fine with me." 


‘Layne Staley, former lead singer € frontman of the grunge band Alice in Chains was found close to death in 
his condo yesterday," the female newsreporter on the television screen announced. The tv switched back to the 


ambulance truck infront of Layne's condo, 2 men pulling Layne's bony body strapped to the bed into the truck. 


Layne sighed, flicking the television off with his hospital bed remote. He gave Mike the death glare. "Thanks 
sooo much for this, BUD. Now my mom is going to throw a fucking fit” 


Before Mike could muster up a rebuttal, the door to the room swung open. Layne grumpily fidgeted in his bed, 
lifting his arm with the IV in. It was that bull-dog-faced flabotomist again. "Time for another methadone shot," 


the woman grumbled, woddling her overweight body over to him. 


"I take it you work long shifts here?" Layne wondered aloud. She didn't even take the time to respond, jabbing 
the needle in € quickly injecting the drug into him. She shuffled out of the room, slamming the door behind her. 
Layne's thin face flushed a rosy pink, a tiny smirk curled. "Thanks, you fat bitch." 


Sean chocked back a cackle, leaning back into his seat. Mike and Layne eyed the lanky goof-ball as he pulled out 
a silver flask € took a few long chugs. He let out a loud belch, laughing as he screwed the cap back on it and 
jammed it back into his Jean pocket. "Nothing like jaigermeister at 2:30 in the morning.." 


The room went eerily silent for a moment, the air thickening. Mike watched as Layne's face burnt a crimson 
red. He was fuming. Suddenly, the emaciated vocalist motioned his stick arms to Sean. "So, you're drunk as a 
skunk," he pointed out, scowling when he heard Sean giggle. He turned to Mike, motioning his arms to him. "And 
you're high as a kite off diazepam." Mike shamefully peered down at his hands that rested on his knees, 
shaking his head. "And here | am, basically being forced into sobriety. While you guys continue to feed your 
own addictions." Layne glanced back and forth at the two of them, grinning devilishly as he watched them just 


stare down at their feet in embarrassment. "Don't you see the extreme amount of hypocrisy here?!" 


Sean shrugged, standing up, stretching his long legs. "No offense meant, Thomas," he said pointedly, grinning 
when he saw the anger continue to fume on Layne's face. He despised being called by his middle name. "But 
we're at least FUNCTIONABLE. We don't look like an Ethiopian child." Those brown eyes swept Layne's painfully 
thin body. "We don't ruin a band that made our lives worth living. Honestly, from what | can see, Thomas...is 
that you live for dope. You could give a SHIT about the band we created and worked so fucking hard for. You're 
just throwing it all away. And why? You never give us the time of day to tell us why. Instead you hide away in 
your apartment, mainlining and watching movies all day. You won't even fucking talk to us. Do you have any idea 
how much that fucking hurts? You're like a brother to melll" Sean stomped near the door, about to open it 
until Mike grabbed him by his sleeve. "WHAT?!" he spat, narrowing his glassy eyes at him. "It's not like l'm 
fucking wanted here. Heck, he doesn't even want you here, can't you fucking tell?! Or has all that Valium 


clouded your brain?" 


Mike glanced over at Layne, giving him a pleading look. He then looked back at Sean. "He needs us." 


Sean twirled on his heels to glare back at Layne. "You need us, huh? That's interesting. Answer you're fucking 
phone dumb ass." He reached over to the door handle, turning it. 


"Wait," Layne begged. Both of the men stared at him, confusion written all over their faces. His shaky claw-like 
bone hand reached up to scratch his scalp nervously. "|.well." he swallowed, shutting his eyes. "I really do need 


you guys... Even jerry. SHIT, Mike Inez could get his corny ass over here too." 

Sean broke down in laughter, stumbling back over to the recliner. Mike continued to stand there, crossing his 
arms over his chest, concern written all over his face. "Why have you done this to yourself then?" Mike 
asked, leaning against the wall next to the door. 


Layne opened one sunken eye to glance over at him, gulping down his anxiety. "I..." 


"We deserve an explanation," Mike went on, his face stone-cold. "After all of the shit you put us AND our band 
through. If you don't, Sean and | are fucking leaving. And you won't see us again" 


Layne turned to Sean, sighing as he watched him nod his head in agreement. "Okay..." Layne murmured, tears 


building up in those tired, blue eyes. 


Confusion 


http://youtu.be/xtSWCFp4mic 


You muuuuust listen to this song whilst reading this!!! 


"Confusion" 
"Well. don't know if you guys know this but.when | was eight--" 


The door flung open, interrupting Layne. All three of them looked over at the doorway, mike's brows rising as 
he noticed the dark haired nurse peeking her head through the crack of the door. "Erica..°" Mike blurted aloud, 
cocking his head to the side with curiosity. 


"Layne?" Erica asked, looking past Mike. Layne just blinked, as still as a statue. "One of your friends is here..he's 
wondering if it's okay if he visits with you." 


Layne's brow curled in confusion. "Who is it..?" 


Erica opened the door all the way, moving closer to the edge of the doorframe. There stood a tall, gangly man, 
his blonde hair reaching all the way down to his mid-back. He looked tired, eyes blood-shot € clothes a raggedy 
mess. "Hey Layne.." he muttered, biting his lip nervously. 


"Jerry?" Layne shrieked, sitting up in his bed. He winced when he felt the tug of his NG tube in his nose, 
turning and grabbing the pole € scooting it closer to himself. "What.what are you doing here? | thought you 
hated me." 


Jerry clumped into the hospital room, turning € nodding at Erica. "We'll be fine," he muttered to her, watching 
the gorgeous young woman as she slowly shut the door behind him. He gulped down his nerves, fidgeting with 
his leather jacket pockets. 


"Dude, you smell like fucking Bob Marely," Layne retorted, anger steaming again. He peered around at all of his 
old band mates, shaking his head in snide amazement. "All of you are fucking stoned. On a drug detox floor in a 


hospital. What the fuck, man?!" 


Sean stood up again, yanking out his flask and jabbing it into Layne's face. "If it bothers you so fucking much, 
HERE, have some fucking jaiger!" 


Layne smirked € shrugged, taking the flask and slurping down a large swig, coughing weakly afterwards. Mike 
slid over next to Layne, freaked out. "Why the fuck did you do that?! You're on methadone € getting an NG 


treatment dude. Pretty sure they'll check your blood soon € realize you just drank hard liquor!" 


Layne laughed, throwing his hands up in the air. "You guys are all stoned on your drug of choice anyways," he 


nagged. "| assumed we were partying down" 


Jerry scratched his head, sighing, studying the mess that laid before him on the hospital bed. "It's just reefer, 
Layne." His face fell when he noticed the pitiful expression on his best friend's face. "If it means anything to 
you, l'm sorry," Jerry continued. 


"Sorry for what? The reefer, or acting like an arrogant faggot at the studio 4 years ago?" Layne spat, peering 


back down at his arm, picking at one of his bulbous track marks. 


Jerry shrugged, glancing over at Mike € Sean. He looked back at Layne, sighing again as he pulled one of the 
stools from behind him at the sink area across the room € dragging it right next to Layne's bed, plopping down 


on it. "It wasn't my intention to come off as a douche to you back then, Layne. | was just." 


"Tired of dealing with a piece of white trash junky, right?" Layne growled, narrowing his eyes at Jerry. Deep in 
his heart, he still loved the man.shit, they've been through everything together. He just couldn't stand it that 


Jerry knew everything. Layne motioned back over to Sean. "Gimme more of that jaiger, huh, bud?" 


Sean huffed, handing him the flask € watching his friend gulp it down viscously. "Hey!" Sean freaked as he 
watched Layne finish the entire bottle. "What the fuck dude, now | gotta go back to my car." 


Jerry glared over at Sean, shaking his head and mouthing ‘no' to him. Sean lowered his head, falling back into 
the recliner, glaring back out his window. "Layne," Jerry continued, eyeing the man's frumpy, bony face. "I could 
never think of you as just some ‘piece of white trash junky’. And you know that. | was upset when | saw you 
that night.missing teeth.. And fuck | thought you were too skinny then, but." His eyes went wide, motioning up 
and down Layne's body and then at the NG tube pole. 


"He only weighs a hundred pounds right now, Jer," Mike muttered from near the doorway. He groaned, walking 


over to the sink area to drag out a stool for himself to sit on. 


Sean shook his head, eyes wide. "You only weigh a hundred pounds? My sister weighs more than you and 
you're T inches taller than her." 


Layne moaned, face flushed with embarrassment as he glared over at the NG tube bag. Three quarters of the 
way empty..and l'm already so full | feel like I'm going to explode, he thought to himself. "Yeah..yeah, | know I'm 
way too skinny," he grumbled, glaring back at Jerry. "Anyways, please do go on, Jer..." 


Jerry grabbed Layne's hand gently, analyzing the needle probing bruises € the gnarley track marks on his stick 
arm. "You scare the shit out of me, Layne. | love you like you're my own family. And you're committing a slow 
suicide. Yeah, | guess it was wrong for me to accuse you of wanting to get high when you suggested we rush 


through those last two recordings, but you gotta see it from my point of few, L.. You look like you're dying." 


Jerry's face fell onto Layne's arm, making the singer tear up as he watched the man sob into him. "I'm so glad 
to see that you're okay," Jerry whimpered, wrapping his arm around Layne's tiny waist. "When | saw your 
condo on the news, | had to come here and see if you're okay.. Shit, | had to lie € say | was your brother to 
the receptionist on the first floor just so | could at least have the opportunity to check up on you." Jerry's 
slim body shook as he cried harder into Layne's rib cage, feeling Layne's hand reach around him and rub his 


back. 


Mike slumped over to Jerry, placing his arm around him. "| know he looks like shit, J.. But | got him here. 
They're taking care of him." 


Sean just sat there awkwardly. He wasn't used to dealing with this kind of drama. Watching all of this made him 
want to drink even more. He eyed Mike's shaking hand as it stirred around in his military jacket pocket, pulling 
out a few light blue, round pills. Mike quickly popped them in his mouth, rolling them under his tongue to allow 
them to dissolve. Sean sighed. Seems like we really all are addicts.. He thought to himself, resting his head into 
the palm of his hand. He glared at Layne, who had tears rolling down his sharp cheek bones. "S000," Sean began 
loudly, making his entire band look up at him. "You were just about to tell us why you're doing this crap to 
yourself.. | don't know about Mike, but | still would like a fucking answer to that, considering | haven't spoke to 
you in TWO FREAKING YEARS." 


Jerry shot up, giving Sean the stink eye. Sean shrugged, sneering at him, basically telling him telepathically to 
fuck off. "I know exactly why he had gotten so bad," Jerry growled at Sean, narrowing his eyes. 


"Oh, REALLY? Are you so sure about all of this?" Sean snapped, amused. 


Mike shook his head, eyes still on Layne. "I honestly don't care if you know, Jer. | want to hear it from Layne's 
mouth, not your's. Itl be good for him anyways." 


Layne sighed, eyes on Jerry. The blonde nodded at him, giving him that look he was all too aware of. "Fuck," 
Layne squeaked, squeezing his eyes shut. He tisked his tongue anxiously, sliding deeper into his hospital bed. 
"Well.like | was about to say until Jer showed up," he mumbled, peering back at Mike. "When | was eight years 
old, my father left me. My mother told me he died.. But he wasn't dead." 


"Wait a minute, your biological father is actually ALIVE?" Sean probed, his back now stiff. "You told me he was 
dead." 


Mike nodded. "Yeah, you told me that, too." 


"Well, he's still alive and kickin," Layne muttered, his voice thick with disgust. "He left me and my sister and my 
mother to starve just so he could nod off on smack. It wasn't until my step dad came into the picture that we 
were okay. That's when my depression intensified.right when | hit 14, in high school, | was introduced to drugs. 
Before then, | always stayed away from the druggies at school..they scared me because of what | had found 
out about my dad through my sister.. She told me she saw him on the streets, pretending to be homeless so 
he could score a bag with free hand-outs." 


"Mother of God," Mike slurred, grossed out. 


Layne shrugged, keeping his eyes on Jerry. It was easier that way, pretending he was talking to Jerry. The 
brother he always wanted. The only person in his life that was there to talk to him when he was depressed ¢ 
ashamed of being depressed. "It started off with just weed € booze," Layne went on. "But after a concert that 
my step dad took my old friend and | to, | began to get really into the music scene. | just found the art form 
of music to be exhilarating..not to mention the interesting life style they lived. | remember watching a TV show 
about some rockstar. He was in a limo surrounded by sexy half-naked women, doing lines of coke.. | wanted to 
be that," he sighed, rolling his eyes, ashamed of his teenage stupidity. "So, me and my friends got into buying 
speed. | bought a drum set--" 


Sean laughed, shaking his head at him. "Your drumming skills are so half assed, dude." 

Layne grinned widely, baring the gray teeth that were still left. He immediately shut his mouth and grimaced 
when he realized that they all saw his sad excuse for chompers. "Yeah," he agreed with Sean, laughing loosely. 
"| realized | sucked so when | hit I, | decided to work on being a vocalist. My mom and step dad kept telling me 
| sucked, but | didn't care. My band mates then liked it, therefore | decided to was good.." He shut his eyes 
again. "Then..well..| graduated high school and started to hang out with Demri.." A small tear streaked down the 


side of his nose. He covered his face, whimpering. "We both got into doing lines of H once we hit 20." 


"Right when our band was formed," Jerry said, finishing Layne's sentence. "He actually let me stay at him Ẹ 


Demri's place back then, you guys remember?" 


Mike nodded, smirking a little. "Yeah, you were homeless € starving..met Layne at that party € he decided to 


allow you to crash at his place, right?" 
Jerry nodded, eyes still on Layne. | knew straight away you were a good person. With true talent, too." 


"Too bad | morphed into yet another drug addict of the Staley family," Layne muttered mournfully, rubbing the 
arm with the IV, face twisted in pain. 


"IV hurting you?" Jerry asked, concerned. 
Layne shrugged, sighing. "Not as much as my heart hurts me.." 
"For fuck's sake, | need a smoke," Sean growled. 


Mike glared at the drummer with disgust. "Let the man finish, what the heck? He's finally being open with you 


and you're being a dick." 


Sean's brows furrowed in shame, nodding, glaring back at Layne. 


"Anyways..Demri and | weren't addicted then. We just used H and speed on occasion for fun, you know?" Layne 
sighed, clenching his aching arm. "Until my dad found me due to our first cover story on Rolling Stone's 
magazine.. | bumped into him at a bar with Demri. He was really nice and tried to convince me he was clean, 
but right when we got back to Demri and Jerry and l's place, he convinced Demri € | to mainline with him. His 
excuse® He told me he always wanted to know what it was like to get stoned with a ‘rockstar’. He stroked my 
ego by saying how proud he was to have a son who was famous for doing something he loved. He taught 
Demri and | how to shoot up..taught us how to sterilize needles € how to cook the heroin just right... That's 
when we got hooked. And that's when | began to really fuck up our band, cancelling tours and shit. As you guys 
know, my mom tried to talk Susan into getting you guys to throw auditions for a temp singer for our tours, 
but Susan refused... Which ruined OUR reputation, especially when Metallica decided to make fun of me on 
stage, those alcoholic SELL-OUT bastards." 


| thought you didn't have anything against their joke?" Sean interrupted, crossing his leg over the other. 
Jerry glared at him. "Layne's more sensitive than you think, dude. Part of why he abuses drugs." 


"Yeah," Layne murmured, glaring back at his NG tube bag. It was almost finished. He felt the nausea crawling 
up his throat again, but he swallowed the vomit down and continued. "Anyways, so after a few rehab trial and 
errors..even once going in with Demri, as you know.| had to break up with her. She was beginning to make 
friends with fucking prostitutes and | found out she was spreading her fucking legs for more H. We were 
fucking engaged, damnit" His eyes teared up again. Sheet-white hands covered his face as he choked back a 
sob. "She fucking died.she died because | gave up on her." 


"That isn't true, Layne, you know that," Jerry soothed. "I've been telling you that since the funeral, Layne. Her 


parents even agreed with me. She just wasn't strong enough, the addiction took hold of her and never let go.." 


"I still feel like its my fault," Layne whimpered. "I loved her so much, Jer.. | let her know EVERYTHING. She was 


the closest person to me aside from you.. And now she's fucking gone.. | can't live without her." 


"Do you think that if Demri saw you in this position that she'd say you deserved it? Do you think she would 


blame you for her death? Come on, Layne. have some logic." Mike murmured, gripping Layne's hand. 


Layne's face turned violet as he flicked Mike's hand away from him. "She did blame me. The night she fucking 


broke up with melll" He screamed. 


His heart monitor went off, all three of his concerned friends jumping up from their seats. Layne's face glowed 


a violent green. His skeleton body writhed to its side, mucousy vomit violently spewing from his mouth. 


Mike € Jerry ran out of the room as Sean stayed, holding Layne's head to the side € murmuring comforting 


words. He was terrified the vocalist would pass out and choke on his own vomit. 


3 nurses came dodging in, 2 male and the other one actually Erica, the black haired blue-eyed woman. She 
rolled up Layne's bed sheet and gave him a shot of zofran in the somewhat meaty part of his butt cheek, 


watching as the other male nurse gave him a shot of straight up benzodiazepine through his IV. The larger 
male nurse pushed Sean to the side, holding Layne still on his side as the other male nurse handed Erica the 
needle $ grabbing the wetted towel from her, cleaning up the vomit. The dog-faced flabotomist then came in, 
strolling in a portable bed. The large male nurse easily slid Layne onto it, watching as Erica tore off the bed 
sheets and handed them to the other male rurse to toss into the trash bin nearby. They all changed the bed 
while the dog-faced flabotomist changed Layne's blue hospital gown, cleaning up his face and arms with fresh 
towelettes. They then transferred the emaciated musician back to his hospital bed. 


"We need a doctor in here," the dog-faced flabotomist spat. 
"What's the problem, Angie?" Erica asked, glaring down at Layne, fear in her eyes. 
"| think he might be slipping into a coma." 


Jerry and Mike broke down in fearful tears. Sean just stood there, shock written all over his face. For some 
odd reason that familiar song Layne had written about Demri and his own drug addiction rung through their 


heads... 


There's no time to give at all 

| cause you grief and blow my hatred 
Further in your mind 

You reach, | run, you fall 


On skinned knees you crawl 


| want to set you free, recognize my disease 
Love, sex, pain, confusion, suffering 

You're there crying, | feel not a thing 

Drilling my way deeper in your head 

Sinking, draining, drowning, bleeding, dead 


So you sit and think of love 
| wait, hate all the more, | fall 


On skinned knees | crawl 


| want to set you free, recognize my disease 
Love, sex, pain, confusion, suffering 

You're there crying, | feel not a thing 

Drilling my way deeper in your head 

Sinking, draining, drowning, bleeding, dead 


Now there's time to give it all 
| put my fears behind again 


On skinned knees we'll crawl 


| want to set you free, recognize my disease 
Love, sex, pain, confusion, suffering 

You're there crying, | feel not a thing 

Drilling my way deeper in your head 

Sinking, draining, drowning, bleeding, dead 


Love, sex, pain, confusion, suffering 


Remembering Demri 


Author's Notes: 
This one kind of sucks buuuuut it'll get better, | promise 


"Remembering Demri" 


It was so bright, Layne was concerned he had gone blind. "Shit.now how am | going to excel any further with 
my fine arts?" he muttered, shaking. It was unbelievably cold. 


Suddenly, a surge of heat filled him from the waste up. He saw the outlines of trees blowing in the 
wind..suddenly everything was green. Blurry, but it was something. Finally, the edges of the scenery became 
clear. He was standing on a beach, tropical coconut trees surrounding him. His blue haze watched in awe as 
blue € gold macaws swept past him above in the sky. He looked out to the ocean, his heart fluttering as he 
witnessed two dolphins jumping up out of the ocean, the orange pink and purple sunset reflecting off their 
shiny silver skin. Glancing down at the ever-so-clear water before him, he jumped back at his reflection. He did 
a double-take, grinning as he noticed that his teeth were all there in his mouth. He wasn't anorexic looking 
anymore. His skin was lightly tanned, sun kissed, his eyes filled with this healthy glow. Hair full € down to his 


shoulders, curling inwards. 


"Where am |?" He asked himself, looking back up at the horizon. Everything was just so beautiful.so vibrant. It 
almost seemed surreal, as if he were encased in a glorious painting. He took a deep breath in, sighing. The air 


was light € smelled of fresh ocean € exotic flowers. ".am | in heaven?" 


Those eyes squinted, glaring at the horizon again. A short woman with long dark hair emerged from the water. 
She had to have been the most beautiful woman Layne had ever seen in his entire life. As she came closer 
and closer, he studied her features. She was short, skin a creamy white. Eyes brown but animated, seeming to 
smile at him brightly. Her lips were painted red. He was mesmerized by her long dark hair, how it blew 


gracefully in the wind, and the white dress that draped over her skinny body gracefully. 
"An.an angel?" He muttered, taking a step back, his heart racing. 


The cutest little laugh echoed from the woman as she seemed to suddenly zip close to him. She wrapped her 


arms around his broad shoulders, giving him a long, loving kiss that seemed all too familiar to him. 
His heart sunk as he felt hot tears roll down his face. ".Demri?" 


She nodded, a huge grin plastered on her face. Her short little body plopped down on the sand, those doe-eyes 
watching the clear sparkling ocean water as it playfully nipped at her toes. 


Layne took a seat next to her. He couldn't stop staring at her. He suddenly broke down in tears, sobbing 
hysterically, grabbing ahold of her. "Demri.. m.m so sorry.’ 


"You should be," she muttered, her smile dropping. Layne's heart skipped as he watched her slowly turn to 
glance back at him. "Killing yourself like this.. Alienating yourself from your family, your friends. And all for 
what, Layne?!" 


He tried to hold back his tears but he sobbed again, attempting to hold her tighter, but she pushed him away. 
She stood back up, feet planted stubbornly in the sand, waiting for his excuse. "Demri.. You have no idea how 
much you're death has affected me. l.l assumed you would snap out of it and try to get clean with me again 


When | found out you died." He broke down, curling up to his knees. "When | found out you were dead, it was 
like | had died with you." 


"Well, you can't fucking DO THIS ANYMORE, Layne!" She screamed, eyes eerily huge. 
He gaped up at her, dumbfounded. 


A door suddenly appeared behind her, near the horizon She pointed to it, huge blue tears oozing from those 
gigantic eyes. "You don't belong here yet, Layne!" She continued. "Go back to Sean, Mike, and Jerry! You think 
you need THEM?I?l?! They need YOU more than you could possibly fathom. Quit being a selfish whiny BITCH and 
get your shit together! If not for yourself, do it for ME and your FAMILY. Don't make my death mean nothing 


to you except for a lame excuse to join me here too soon!" 


Layne got up, jaw dropping as he just glared at her. He tilted his head and looked at the door by the horizon. It 
was glowing a sparkling gold, starting to slowly open up. 


"HURRY UP, LAYNE!!!" Demri shrieked, her body beginning to slowly disappear. 


"WAIT DEMRI!" Layne screamed. "Wait, | need to talk to you, PLEASE!" He tried to run over to hug her once 
more, but her body vanished into thin air. Sobs escaped his throat, looking back at the slowly opening door. 


"LAYNE IT ISNT TOO LATE! GO BACK! PROVE TO ME AND EVERYONE THAT YOU ARE BETTER THAN THIS!" 
Demri's voice echoed through the scenery. It was so loud that it vibrated through Layne's skull. 


He sighed, thinking for a moment on whether he wanted to go back or not. That image of Demri.pissed off at 
him for falling deeper into his addiction due to her death.. It made his heart ache. 


"FINE!" He screamed back, wondering if Demri could hear him. "| AM HEADING BACK! I'll fight for you, babel” 


He cried, running through the water. The door was almost fully open, it flickering and starting to fade. "NO NO 
NO YOU DONT! I'm not giving up this easy!" He screamed at the door. It slowly began to disappear. He bellowed 
a loud roar, leaping up into the air. To his surprise, he made it through the door. 


He was spiraling in circles. At least it felt like it. It was pitch-black in this strange oblivion he had got himself 
into. Suddenly, he heard voices..familiar voices.. 


"Fuck man, if he dies.. | don't know if | could live with myself knowing | could've, | dunno, broke through his 


fucking window and FORCED him to get helb.." 
He heard weeping. It sounded like Mike. "I was too late, Jerry. l'm sorry. | was too fucking late.." 
"He's gonna make it, Sean, Mike! | know he is! He's stronger than all of this bullshit he's put himself through!" 


9 EE EK E 


He was breathing heavy, eyes wide, his heart monitor going off. Peering around the room, it was merely a 


white blur. He heard the sound of a loud beep. 
"Nurse station," a deep, grumpy monotone voice sounded through a speaker. 
"Layne's awake! He's awake! Come in herelll" 


Finally, Layne's eyes re-focused, realizing it was Sean who was ecstatic about him being awake. He lifted his 
hand, which was very shaky, over to his nose. Yep, that stupid tube was still there. Glancing down, he pinched 
his belly, grinning slightly to realize he wasn't as bony as he was before. 


"How..." Layne choked, coughing. His voice was hoarse, throat EXTREMELY dry. He looked at all three of his 
friends, still grinning, not even caring if his fucked up teeth were showing. I'll just get fucking dentures once | 


get out, he thought to himself. 


That blonde, cute nurse came in, a cup in her hand. She smiled ecstatically at everyone. "I'm so glad you're 
awake!" She shrieked at Layne. He tried to respond but all that came out was a groan. She tisked her tongue. 
"lIl bet your throat must be pretty dry," she commented, "here, | brought you some water." She handed him 
the cup, giggling as she watched him chug it down. 


"Holy freaking crap," Layne croaked out. He blinked, eyes wide from disorientation. He glanced over at Jerry. 


"How long have | been out?" 

Layne's chest fell heavy when he noticed that all three of his best friends looked unbelievably tired. They all 
had stubble on their cheeks and looked like they'd lost weight, skin paler than ever, and eyes wide and drowsy 
looking like they hadn't slept. "You've been in a coma for two weeks, Layne," Jerry finally answered, 


"Jesus." Layne muttered, dumbly. 


‘lm honestly shocked by your cognitive ability," the blonde nurse commented, resting a hand on Layne's 
shoulder. "Most coma patients I've seen don't even remember how to talk when they finally wake up." 


Suddenly, Layne felt as though pins and needles were piercing through his skin all over his body. He felt his 
face burn, gulping down more water € sucking on the ice. "I'm.|'m in pain," he whimpered to the nurse. He 


watched her nod in agreement, heading out the hospital door. 


Layne was about to say something to Mike, who was still crying, but a loud sound grumbled through the air. 
He smiled sheepishly, blushing. His mouth pooled with saliva 


Sean had to laugh, re-crossing his long skinny legs. "Starvin Marvin over here, guys.’ 


Mike € Jerry chuckled, shaking their heads at him. "| swear, you never fucking stop, do you?" Jerry asked, 
grinning. He turned back to Layne, shoving his hands into his jean pockets. "You doing okay, L?" 


Layne shrugged, resting his hand on his stomach, feeling it still rumbling. "Yeah.. Kinda groggy.. In pain.” he 
licked his lips weakly. ".really fucking hungry." He laughed again when his stomach cried out another growl. 


"Doctor Ryan said that if you'd wake up, they would take that stupid tube out of your throat," Sean said. 
"Guess you've gained enough to be able to handle REAL food" 


Layne smirked. "Shit, | hope so.including the coma situation, | haven't actually ate in 4 weeks now." 

Mike shook his head. "That's insane, dude..." 

"Yeah. All for drugs," Layne grumbled, disgusted with himself. 

The door opened again, Dr. Ryan € Erica walking in with bright smiles on their faces. "Well, you look like you 
finally have some hope for once there, Layne," Dr. Ryan commented, slowly injecting methadone into his new IV 
that was set up on his upper arm. 

"Had a very inspiring dream," layne muttered, looking over at Erica.who was gripping Mike's hand. Mike looked 
at over at him and immediately lifted up his finger to his lips, giving him the shush sign. Layne grinned and 


nodded. 


"Care to share?" Dr. Ryan asked, slumping over to the end of Layne's bed to get his weight. He flinched at the 


loud beep noise. 


"Nah, it's kinda personal," he muttered, glancing over at Jerry. "It definitely has motivated me to stay away 


from the hard drugs, though." 


"Well, that's a great start!" Dr. Ryan exclaimed. He glanced up at Layne, grinning wider. "You've gained some 


weight too, thank God" 


Layne reached up to scratch his scalp. "Does that mean | can finally EAT?" 


He laughed, nodding his head. "Yep. You're up to II5 now, which is great. Of course, you're still technically 
underweight. | would like to see you back up at at least 135 pounds, if not more." 


Layne pointed to the white tube in his nose. "Am | getting this dumb thing out any time soon." 


Erica giggled, eyeing the door that opened, the cute blonde nurse strolling the portable bed in. "You're getting it 
out now, sweetie. You'll be able to eat at 5 pm today." 


"FINALLY," Layne moaned. "I could go for a double cheeseburger right now." He wetted his lips in anticipation. 


The blonde shook her head, giving Layne a sad smirk. "Unfortunately you'll have to stick with a more liquid- 


based diet for the next couple days.. Foods like soup, ice cream, pudding, jello, ensure." 

Layne grumbled angrily as Dr. Ryan scooted him onto the portable bed. "Figures, man. My freaking luck.” 

The blonde patted him on his shoulder. "You have to be patient, Layne.. You have put your body through one 
heck of a trauma," she began scooting the bed towards the door, Erica holding it for her. "I'm just glad to see 
that you seem to actually WANT to fight now, hun That's the first step to recovery.is admitting you have a 
problem € getting motivated to solving the problem." 


"Ugh, | know, lady," Layne groaned, though with a smile. "I've been to many I2 step programs." He paused for a 
moment, eyeing her. "Fuck, did | just call you 'lady'..?" 


She giggled, "yeah." 
"Shit, I'm sorry." 


She shrugged, laughing again when she overheard all of his friends cracking jokes about how much of a "lady 


killer" Layne is. "I've been called worse than that, no worries.” 


Sean laughed, making Layne smirk. He always had the most ridiculous laugh. "Well, what can | call that pretty 
face of yours'?" Layne asked, trying to sound smooth. 


"CORN FLAKES! | smell corn flakes!" Sean shouted out the door. 
Jerry laughed. "Yeah, man, | think | tried that line out on a cute girl in.ummm.. Fucking middle school." 


"Well, at least l'm getting laid tonight! And you hated on me for liking groupies!" Mike yelled out, laughing with 
all of them. 


Layne blushed, looking up at those green eyes. She laughed, winking at him. "Call me Trin Though my actual 


name is Tri nity." 


He grinned, "nice name..way better than lady." 
She laughed, pushing him down the hallway to the x-Ray room. "Whelp, lets get this tube out of you, okay?" 


He nodded, dazed by her beauty. 


Oh, the Joys of Rehabll 


Once again, sorry if this sucks. l'm actually an addict myself. Going through severe benzo withdrawal ITS A 


BLAST (not). Got off speed € opiates but benzo addiction is tough to kick. Part of why | have a LOTTT of typos 


‘Oh, the Joys of Rehab" 


He glared at the television wearily. He had the channel on MTV, and low € behold, one of his bands' top songs 
came on. "Get Born Again’. He immediately turned the tv off, grumbling as he stumbled out of his bed to 
stretch his long skinny limbs. He was going insane, lying around in his hospital bed, being fed pills for withdrawal 
€ shitty hospital food all day. Smacking his lips, he grimaced, still tasting that nasty metallic after taste of the 
vanilla weight gain brand ensure Dog-Face (Angie) forced him to drink a half an hour ago. Glaring down at his 
arm, he shrugged. "Been a month in this torture chamber.. At least they finally got that damn cathedar € IV 
out of me," he muttered. Fingers pinched the skin on his forearm, glaring out the window to analyze the cars 
parked in the huge hospital parking lot a few stories below him. "I've gained I5 pounds since waking up from the 
damn coma..they should let me out already," he continued to moan, pacing around his tiny hospital room. He 
was shocked his mother and step father hadn't visited him yet. His sister has. She tried to explain to him that 
their parents were ‘tired of his stupid rockstar life’. He didn't think it was a good enough excuse. He 
remembered the angry look on her face as he called the nurses to escort her out. His family never 
understood why he wanted to be a musician in the first place. Ever since his obsession with music € fine arts 
grew, his parents continuously nagged at him about how artists ‘die young with an arm full of heroin and their 
face drowning in their own puke’. Layne always shrugged and told them he didn't care. He wanted to do what he 
wanted to do, no one could stop him. Yeah, he did over-do it with the drugs.if he had some goddamn emotional 
support from his family (instead of them yelling at him and pointing out all of his flaws), maybe he wouldn't be 
locked up in this hospital right now. 


Layne groaned, shaking his head, trying his best not to think about it. "Some dope sure would shut these 
thoughts up," he muttered bitterly. He itched his arms, pressing the ‘nurse call button on the side of his bed. 


"What now," Dog-Face muttered through the speaker. 


Layne bit back a smirk, shaking it out of him and forcing his voice to sound strained. "Oh..oh Angie.'m in so 


much paaaaiiin,” he squealed. An obvious drug-seeking move. 


"Sure you are," she growled back, making Layne turn red from trying to contain his bitter amusement. "Trinity 


will be in in a second. She'll treat your supposed pain" 


The speaker on his bed beeped off, alerting him to get ready to fake his ass off. He ran to the sink, turning on 
the faucet and wetting his face. He then began smacking himself repeatedly on his cheeks. 


"So, is this how you deal with pain.?" He heard her cute little voice ask. 


His heart stopped. Shaky hands turned off the faucet, twirling around to look at the sexy little blonde women. 


His eyes rested on her chest, immediately distracted. 

"Layne," she sighed, sounding slightly annoyed. 

He shook his head, running his hand through his long dirty blonde hair, forcing his brows to wrinkle. "I don't 
know why, but l'm still in soooo much pain," he whimpered, limping dramatically to his bed. He heard Trinity 
giggle as he theatrically collapsed into his bed. 

"You really suck at drug seeking, you know that?" She asked, still laughing at him. 


He rolled his eyes, smirking, crossing his arms over his torso. "I'm bored as fuck, can you blame me..?" 


She sighed, rubbing her chin, studying him. She tried to appear annoyed but his sloppy grin made her fail. 
"You're getting transferred today." 


Those blue eyes slunk over to look out the window at the clear blue sky. "Can't | just go home? | don't have 


any withdrawals anymore.. I've gained a total of 30 pounds.. | could beat this on my own, you know." He glanced 


back at her, his chest tightening when he noticed the irritation wrinkled across that pretty face. 


"If you could get sober on your own, you would've 4 years ago," she spat, tapping her foot impatiently at him. 
"plus, you already proved to me that you're still jonzing with that RIDICULOUS drug seeking stunt you pulled a 


minute ago." 
"| wouldn't be bored at home.shit, Jerry wants me to move in with him at his new house he bought near the 
recording studio. We're planning on making another album once | get out. I'll be too busy to score 8 balls and 


prescription bottles." 


Her brow raised in pessimistic amusement. "Yeah, like creating aloums with your buds helped you to get sober 


in the past." 


Layne groaned loudly, jolting up from his bed and punching his hospital bed pillow. "I fucking can't stand rehab! 
The other patients in there are crazy!" 


She crossed her arms over her chest, blinking. When Layne finally stopped beating the shit out of his 
mattress, she smiled weerily at him. "And you're NOT crazy, | take it.” 


"Fucking hell," Layne groaned, collapsing onto the recliner across from his bed, his back to the nurse. He 


continued to glare out the window. "Is there at least a smoke break room? These nicotine patches suck ass," he 


grumbled, pointing to his shoulder. 


"Yes, there is," she said, grinning as she watched Layne spin around, acting overly enthusiastic about cigarettes. 


"Jerry's going to drop off a carton for you. Actually, | think he's doing it for you right now as we speak." 


"What brand is he bringing?!" Layne shouted at the nurse's back, whom was slowly tapping out the door. She 
didn't turn around to respond. "Hello?! LADY?! What brand?!" 


She laughed, tugging Jerry infront of the doorway so Layne could see him. Jerry smiled over at Layne, walking 
into his room £ sitting down on the edge of his bed. "Seems like you're done with detox dude, that's great!" 


Layne picked at the loose fabric on the arm of the hospital recliner, a morbid expression on his face. "Ill still 
be fucking in here though," he growled, glancing up at the skinny blonde. "What kinda smokes did you get? Cigs 
are my fucking savior in these hellholes..." 

Jerry rolled his eyes. "Marlboro Special Blena's." 

His brow creased. "Are they |00's?" 

"Yes yes, they're fucking 100's." 


“They're not cowboy killers, are they? | like the lights." 


Jerry's face fell into his hand. "We've been best friends for ID fucking years, do you seriously think | wouldn't 


know what your favorite brand of smokes are? Come the fuck on, man" 


Layne yanked a pen from the food tray near the window, now stabbing the arm of his couch, face burning red. 


"l'm on edge..." 
‘I'm pretty sure even a baby TURKEY could tell, L. Jesus fucking Christ, mellow the heck out" 


Layne jumped up from the recliner and began kicking it, his face twisting in rage. "Il" kick, "CANT!" kick, "STAND 
BEING SOBERII" He kicked and punched the recliner until it thumped loudly to the ground. He continued to kick it, 
making Jerry have to get up from the bed and grab ahold of Layne, pushing him onto the bed. The singer 


squirmed in anger, beat red, arms wailing around in the air as Jerry simply stood there, holding him down 
"Looks like someone has some pent up energy,’ Angie growled from the doorway. 
Layne immediately went still, turning to look at Dog-Face € Dr. Ryan who slowly made their way into the room. 


"What up, good lookin’," Layne muttered sarcastically to Dog-Face Angie. "Did they switch your brand to Puppy 


Chow this morning?" 


She narrowed her eyes at him. "Fiending for more opiates, | take it? | just gave one of my patients 4 units of 


Dilaudid Today." 


Layne pounced from the bed, Jerry quickly clenching his long arms around his waste. "YOU BITCH! You fat ugly 


bitchlll" He screamed. 


Dr. Ryan turned to Angie. "Yeah..ummmm..go back to doing your rounds, Angie? You're obviously not helping the 
situation." 


She shrugged, letting out a wicked cackle. "Fine with me." She glanced back at Layne. "Have fun in rehab, kid." 
"Fuck you," Layne slurred, his chest rising and falling quickly. 


Jerry pushed him back into his bed, scratching his scalp uncomfortably. He looked back at Dr. Ryan, 
"yeah..today is not his day.." 


Its normal for addicts to behave this way when they're finally sober," Dr. Ryan explained to Jerry, watching 
Layne as he shook with wrath. "You must feel weird, huh?" He asked Layne. 


"| want to get the fuck out of here," he barked, hocking a lougie and spitting it right on the doctor's shoe. To 
his surprise, Dr. Ryan just shrugged, walking over to the sink € wiping it off his shoe with a towel. 


"You'll be out of here soon enough, Layne," the doctor said as he watched and sanitized his hands. 


Layne pushed Jerry off of him and stood back up, eyeing the doctor up and down "Well, why can't | just go 
home TODAY? It's not like rehab had done me any good in the past” 


The doctor turned around, his face blank as he handed Layne a discharge paper. Layne laughed at it as he read 
it. He had been diagnosed, again, with ‘chemical dependency’. He always thought it was ridiculous that doctors 
could easily label his disease like it was just that easy to understand it. "It would be irresponsible as a doctor 
to just discharge a drug addict without them getting proper therapy for their issues," dr. Ryan explained, his 
eyes on Jerry. Jerry nodded slowly in agreement with him. He turned back to Layne, who tossed the discharge 
paper onto the floor angrily. "As you probably already know, considering this is your fourteenth time being 
inpatient, chemical dependency is a CHRONIC disease. It doesn’t just simply go away after the addict stops doing 
drugs. That's why they have relapses," he eyed Layne's Crimson face. "And by the way you've been acting 
these past few days, if we discharge you now, you'll just go right back to where you started." His eyes 


narrowed at him, crossing his arms. "You know l'm right." 


Layne huffed € puffed, pouting as he fell back on his bed, shaky hands clenching his thin face. "How long will | 


have to be in there..?" 
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Layne grudgingly followed the black nurse around the psychiatric / rehab unit of the hospital, pretending to 


listen to her as she explained the rehab program in an overly enthusiastic voice. 


"Have any questions, Mr. Staley?" The nurse asked, a giant white smile spread across her dark face. 
He blinked at her dumbly. "Huh?" 


Her face fell grimly, rolling her eyes and pointing over to the door on the right. "That's where the smoking 
room is. The other patients are in there with the PCA's. They have your smokes.” 


Layne grinned, reaching to the door knob. "Why thank you," he muttered, mocking her peppy voice. 
She sneered, watching him open the door. "No problem," she grumbled. 


The cement room was packed, so smokey that Layne could barely make out anyone's faces. When he spotted a 
name tag on a blue shirt, he squeezed through the smokers. "Aye. Gimme a smoke?" He shouted over the low 
hum of conversation. He waved his hand in the air, clearing it of the smoke so he could make out the PCA‘s 
face. It was a man, stocky € overly tanned, had to be in his mid-40's. He was chuckling, talking to this 


emaciated woman next to him, her hot boxing her long thin cigarette. "HEY!" Layne screamed. 


The room went quiet, all eyes on Layne. He turned red from embarrassment, smiling sheepishly at the PCA. 
"Sorry about that..need a smoke." 


"| can telll" The man said, grinning, turning to the plastic container that sat on the bench behind him. He opened 
it up, fingers rubbing against all the packs of smokes. "What's your name?" He asked, glancing back up at him. 


Layne's eyes slid back and forth at everyone, leaning in close to the PCA. "It's Layne Staley," he whispered. 
"What?!" The PCA asked, confused. 


He rolled his eyes. The man must be fucking deaf, Jesus. "Its Layne Staley!" He shouted, knowing his cover was 
now completely blown. He flinched when he heard people gasp, grabbing the cigarette from the PCA's chubby 
hand and allowing him to light the smoke. 


"Oh my god, you're the lead singer from Alice in Chains!" A male voice popped up. Layne scanned through the 
crowd of people, eyes wide when a frail man in a blue hospital gown slumped over to him, a huge ecstatic smile 
plastered on his face. "| knew you had to be here when | saw what went down on the news!" 


Layne rolled his eyes. "This is going to be a fucking blast," he muttered sarcastically to himself. 
"Oh my gosh, I've been a huge fan of you for years, dude!" That scrawny woman squealed, running up to him. 


"Are you gonna record a new album soon?! | miss you guys! Especially your voice oh my god your voice is 


beautifull" 


Layne sucked in a huge drag, glaring at his feet that were clothed in bright yellow hospital socks. He definitely 
wasn't in the mood to talk about how he fucked up his music career. He used to be all about giving his fans 
autographs € holding conversations with them.but now? He was ashamed of himself. 

"If it makes you feel any better, | think you suck ass," a deep voice groaned. The crowd began shouting curse 
words, pushing the tall dark man away from them. He ended up standing right next to Layne. He grinned 
deviously at Layne, winking. Layne smiled, laughing. 


"So, how do | suck, huh?" Layne blubbered, taking another drag, eyes beaming into those dark ones. 


"You sound like a goat getting raped in the ASS," the man bellowed, laughing when the crowd began screaming 


again. He turned to see Layne laughing with him, surprise overwhelming his face. 


"Shit, if you thought | sucked then, you should hear me now," Layne said, mid laughter. "Smoking meth sure 
does fuck up your lungs..damn..” 


"| knew a low-life shit ass excuse for a musician would turn to white trash shit like that," the dark man 


continued, still giggling. 


Layne shrugged. "I would rather be back in my slummy condo smoking meth € mainlining smack than being 


here. smashed in a shitty cement BOX.. Talking to you." 

"HA! Now you really are the man in the box," the dark man went on, sucking on his Newport. 

Layne grinned, shamelessly showing him his rotting teeth. He laughed when he watched the dark man suddenly 
frown, studying his mouth. "Buried in my SHIT, yep, sounds about right," Layne said, blowing smoke into his face. 
His eyes were wide, shocked to see he couldn't offend the man. "What's your name, dude?" 

"Alex," he said, flicking his cig to the ground. 

"What are you here for?" 


"Everything." 


Layne smirked, biting the butt of his cig as he inhaled more smoke. "Seems like we have a few things in 


common." 


Got Me Wrong 


"Got Me Wrong" 


"| could prescribe you 50 milligrams of hydroxyzine twice a day," the psychiatrist answered his complaint, 
flipping through the pages of his records. 


"Nah nah nah," Layne argued, thumping his knee up and down in anticipation as he gaped around the doctor's 
tiny office. He shook his head in annoyance when his eyes fell at the dorky framed poster on the office wall of 
a kitten hanging off a tree branch with the caption phrase underneath it ‘hang in there’. He peered back at the 
Indian doctor, whom was still glaring at his folder. "Hydroxyzine is just a strong version of Benadryl, how is 
that gonna help me at all..2" 


Dr. Singh sighed in agitation, glaring up at the musician. "We could give you Wellbutrin” 


Layne groaned, rolling his eyes. "Anti-depressants make me go even crazier," he glanced at the black file 
clenched in those brown hands. "Isn't that documented from my previous stay at the other hospital?" 


"You're supposed anxiety isn't in your records, either.” 
Layne gave him a look of confusion. "You don't believe me?" 


"lim not giving an addict benzodiazepines," Dr. Singh grumbled, getting up from his leather desk chair. He pointed 
to the door. "Breakfast is coming up soon. GO. You still need to gain a few more pounds." 


"But but but--" 
Layne, | know you're full of shit," the doctor spat. 


He smirked, hand on the door knob. "Oh, how PROFESSIONAL of youl" He exclaimed, suddenly frowning. He was 
disappointed that he couldn't get what he felt he NEEDED. He couldn't stand these thoughts running through 


his head.these emotions he had kept himself safe from for years. "I'm calling my lawyer." 


"Already spoke with him on the phone earlier," the psychiatrist grinned snidely at him. "He's really happy to 
hear that you're in recovery. Now go to breakfast. I'm not prescribing you klonopin or Xanax or whatever 


you're plotting to get out of me.” 


Layne slid out the door and dramatically slammed it behind him, stomping over to the medication unit. "HEY! 
You with the hairll" He yelled at the glass window. The fat nurse behind it didn't even turn around. Layne 


grabbed the clipboard on the counter near the locked window, tossing it on the ground € slamming his foot 


down on it, snapping it in half. "HEY! FAT WOMAN! HEYII!" He continued, feeling eyes on him. 
"Their room is sound proof, you moron," a deep voice mocked him, laughing. 


Layne spun around, noticing it was Alex. He muttered curse words, running sweaty hands through his tangled 


hair. "Fucking figures." 
Alex cocked his head to the side. "Take it you're jonzing?" 


He nodded grimly, stumbling away from the unit. He followed Alex as the other patients lined up infront of the 
exit door, waiting for 3 of the PCA's to escort them all to the cafeteria. 


‘Lemme guess, you tried to get some pain killers or some shit like that from that assfuck psychiatrist?" Alex 


whispered into his ear. 

"I have anxiety," Layne answered loudly so everyone could hear him, fidgeting awkwardly in his stupid blue 
hospital gown. When the fuck is Mike gonna bring me my damn clothes, he wondered to himself. He heard Alex 
laugh, suddenly feeling an arm wrap around his waist, making him gulp anxiously. His eyes slid over to that 
dark, haggrid face. 

| could help you with that," Alex muttered creepily. 

Layne felt his hand rub lightly over his ass, making him jump and whirl around to face Alex. "What the FUCK?!" 
He shouted, watching Alex's face turn a darker shade of red € laugh even harder. "Don't touch me like that 
again or I'll beat your fag ass to a bleeding pulp, you get me?!?!" 

He raised his palms up as if he were getting arrested. "Sorry man, | figured your door swung both ways.." 
Layne narrowed his eyes. "Nah, you freak. You got me wrong" 


Alex blushed even harder, snorting back a laugh. "| was just messing with you, dude! Chill outl!" 


"SURE YOU WERE!" Layne shrieked, motioning away from him. "Look, | got nothing against queers. Just..don't 
touch my freaking ASS, okay?" He smiled when he heard a few patients laughing at his reaction 


The dark man shrugged at everyone. "I have a thing for GOATS, k?!" He bellowed out, laughing. 


Layne rolled his eyes so hard it almost felt like they were going to pop out of his skull. "You're one heck of a 


character, man..." 


Alex nodded his head, still laughing. "Most people just call me a crazy asshole," he winked at Layne. "I like your 
interpretation of my character SO much better." he giggled, "sweet cheeks..." 


He made a gagging sound, shaking his head. "You're fucking nasty, dude--" 


"Come on, guys," a PCA shouted, sliding a card through the black box on the exit door to unlock it. "Let's head 


over to the cafeteria" 


As they headed down the hallway, Alex was awkwardly skipping around, making weird faces at 
everyone..especially Layne. When they all noticed this strange 50-year-old woman holding a plastic baby doll 
(pretending it was real), Alex couldn't help himself. He jumped and pointed at her, shifting his eyes to Layne, 


whom was giving him a tired annoyed look. 


"Whhhhyyy-yyyy-yyyy yooouuuu aaaact craaaaazy," Alex sung out in an obnoxious goat-voice. "NOOOOOT 
ANNN ACT, MAAAAYBE?!?!2!" 


Layne rolled his eyes. "Shut the fuck up, Alex." 


Alex giggled, skipping back over to him. "What, | thought it was one of your favorite songs?!?l?! | Stay Away?! 
Didn't you write that?!" 


Layne couldn't help but to laugh. "I helped Jerry write it" He paused, glancing back over at him. "I thought you 


hated Alice in Chains, why are you quoting one of our songs?" 


He shrugged, jumping infront of him to grab a food tray. "| just was in the moment, you know?" He wiggled his 
hands obnoxiously infront of Layne's face, making Layne slap them away from him. "I'm just going with the 
flooooowww." He winked at him, slanting his eyes down to his hand that was curled in a fist. 


Layne picked up a tray, nonchalantly looking down at Alex's fist, it opening to reveal 4 oblong shaped white pills. 
His heart skipped a beat, leaning in close to Alex. "Is that hydrocodone?" he whispered into his ear. 


Alex nodded, giggling. 


"How did you get that?" Layne whispered again. He waited for a response, but instead, Alex grabbed Layne's 
hand, dropping the pills into them. Layne sneakily looked around, seeing the PCA's were already seated at a 
table, chomping down and writing on their clipboards. Layne faked a cough, covering his mouth and tonguing the 
pills, whirling them around until his Saliva built up ¢ swallowed. 


"You'll feel better in no time," Alex whispered back into Layne's ear. 


They grabbed their slop € make their way through the cafeteria, Alex suddenly stopping and taking a seat at a 
table next to this young, gothic looking girl. 


Layne studied her, wondering what exactly was wrong with her. Her hair was dyed pitch-black with crimson 
red streaks, falling just above her shoulders, parted exactly in the middle. All she had on was a skimpy black 
tank top € a red plaid skirt with converses and black leggings. She was extremely pale and terribly thin, all of 


her chest bones jutting out. Her eyes were tired € a bright turquoise. She had many piercings in her ear € 
two eyebrow rings in her right brow. 


She sneered at Alex. "Why do you always BOTHER me, you weirdo?" 
Layne sat down next to Alex, still glaring at her. He pointed at Alex. "You know this freak..?" 


She rolled her eyes, nodding at him. "Unfortunately | do. He's been HITTING on me ever since the cops threw 


me in this joint." 


"Can't help it, man, | like my girls skinny," Alex muttered, taking a huge bite out of his sloppy joe, the sauce 


rolling down his chin. 


The girl grimaced. "Please, dude, you know how disgusting that is?" She snapped, handing him a napkin. "And for 
the last fucking time, I'm not skinny anymore! Assholes made me gain twenty pounds...” her eyes slid sheepishly 
back to Layne, blushing when she noticed he was looking at her. Her eyes dropped back down at her plate, 
which consisted of plain lettuce and a side of grapes. 


Layne glared down at his food, but his hunger left him, concern boiling to its surface. "You were 20 pounds 


lighter than you are now?! What the fuck, you're tiny as shit.how much did you weigh?!" 


She sighed, flicking one of her grapes at Alex, laughing when he tossed it back at her. Those ocean eyes glanced 
back at Layne, licking her plump lips. "| was down to 10 pounds," she looked sad, stabbing her lettuce repeatedly 
with her plastic fork. "Was only I5 pounds away from my goal, DAMNIT.." 


Layne's eyes widened, "that's..that's fucking CRAZY, girl." 


She shrugged. "Could be worse." She nodded towards Alex, whom was chowing down like a rabid dog. She smiled 
back at Layne, resting her head into her bony hand. "I'm relieved they finally took that STUPID tube out of my 


nose. ugh... 
"You had to get an NG tube, too? Layne asked, sipping on his coffee. 

She nodded, eyeing Layne up and down "Are you anorexic, too? You look pretty skinny." 

He shook his head, "Nah.. I'm here because I'm addicted to heroin and speed.among other things," he licked his 


lips, forcing himself to eat a bit of scrambled egg. "I got real bad..drug sick..tolerance to opiates was too high, 
so everytime | tried to eat, | got sick.. | got down to a hundred pounds. So yeah, they had to give me the tube, 


too. 
"Jesus, a hundred fucking pounds?!" Alex shrieked, his mouth full of food 


The girl grimaced at Alex, slowly turning back to smile at Layne. "I'm an addict as well..you'll see me in groups.” 


"What's your drug of choice?" Layne asked, smirking. 
"Well, what have you gooooooooot," Alex mocked in his shitty goat-like version of Layne's voice. 


Layne gave him the death stare. "Shut the fuck up, dude! Why does it seem you know every one of our 
fucking songs?! | thought you hated us." 


Alex laughed, gulping down soda € burping obnoxiously. "I totally hate you guys, especially you, goat man. | just 


listen to your songs so | can make fun of them." 

"you really are fucking crazy," Layne muttered, staring wide eyed at the girl. She laughed and nodded. 

‘I'm a speed freak as they say.| love my Ritalin.. Did crack / cocaine on a few occasions. But nah, mostly just 
Ritalin.and meth.." she grinned, in day dream land. "Got so much shit done when | was tweaking..fasting was so 
easy.. | was beginning to look perfect, too--" 

"Dude, she looked like an Ethiopian zombie when she first arrived,” Alex interrupted, smacking on chips. 

She rolled her eyes at him. 

Layne grinned, resting his elbow on the table. For some odd reason, he had this strange attraction to this 
crazy girl.. "What's your name, anyways? And how old are you..you look young.way too young to be in a 


hellhole like this." 


"Just call me Nicky," she muttered, going back to flicking grapes at Alex, smiling. "And I'm 26, dude. Not that 


young, geeze.." 
Layne's eyes widened. "You look like you're fucking eighteen’ 


"What's your name..? And l'm guessing your.hmmmm.." She placed a bony finger on her forehead, eyes slid up 


to the cieling. "38 years old." 


"Fuck, | need to shave and cut my hair," Layne said, forcing an embarrassed laugh, rubbing his chin. "I'm 34 


years old.. I'm Layne Staley.lead singer of Alice in Chains--PLEASE don't go ape shit crazy on me!" 


She laughed, rolling her eyes. She flicked a grape at him, her eyes wide with surprise when he caught it in his 
mouth. "Your band's okay... Honestly just like to watch you sing." 


'Liiii-ili-iilike the cooooldeeeeest WIIINTER CHILL--" Layne slapped Alex across the face before he could finish, 


smiling as he watched Nicky laugh. Alex frowned, lowering his head. "heaven beside you.." He muttered. 


"Fuck yeah, heaven WILL be beside you if you don't stop quoting my band's songs," Layne growled. He couldn't 


help but to laugh though. He turned, noticing a nurse walking up to their table with 2 weight gain ensures in 
her hands. Strawberry flavored. 


Layne winced, turning to Nicky to see she was doing the same. 
"Layne," the nurse said, handing him one. She then turned to Nicky. "Nicole--" 
"I told you.just call me Nicky," the girl spat, her shaky hand taking the ensure. 


The nurse rolled her eyes. "I'm sorry, Nicky." she glanced down at her place, shaking her head. "You're down to 


Bb pounds again, girl. If you reach 80, you're getting the NG tube treatment again" 

She shrugged. "And I'll just continue to lose it over and over again" 

She laughed as she watched the nurse storm off, ranting into her black walky-talky. Layne gave her a 
concerned look, analyzing the pounds that protruded from her shoulders and chest. "You really should eat, 


Nicky... You're too thin." 


She raised a brow at him, pointedly looking at his virtually untouched food tray. "I would say the same to you.. 
But | HATE it when | appear a hypocrite..." 


Layne sighed, grabbing his ensure and unscrewing the cap. He eyed her, seeing her doing the same. She then 
clashed her ensure cup against his, giggling. "Cheers," she muttered. 


He looked confused. "Cheers to what?" 
"To getting fat € miserable," she muttered. 
He shrugged, chugging down the nasty metallicy thick substance. 


She laughed at him, her eyes smiling kindly into his. His face burned, heart fluttering in his chest. 


Why do | always have the hots for CRAZY girls? He wondered, sighing. 


Group Therapy 


After breakfast, Layne followed Nicky around like a sad lost puppy. She seemed to be the only person that was 
somewhat sane in this psych / rehab unit. Yeah, she had an eating disorder € drug addiction, but Layne could 
at least relate to her. The other patients in there either kept bothering him to get an autograph (followed by 
PCA‘s telling them that Layne was there to recover from his addictions, not to entertain fans) or they were 
like Alex..creepy € weird in the baddest way. Of course, Alex followed around with Layne € Nicky. The man 
knew that no one on the unit enjoyed his presence, but that didn't seem to phase him. Layne was beginning to 
believe the freak just didn't want to be alone. 


Nicky turned to Layne, wincing and pointing at a room to the left of the "lounging area" of the psych ward / 
rehab unit. "This is where we have to go next.. I's group therapy." 


"From your tone of voice, l'm guessing it's loads of fun," Layne said sarcastically, smirking. His eyes were 
glazing over and turning red. Head was fogging over € his thoughts were finally slowing.his emotions were 
simple again: all he could feel was either pleasure or anger. None of those obnoxious feelings inbetween. He 
grinned wider, but made sure to keep his nasty teeth covered. He didn't want Nicky to see how bad his 


addiction has deteriorated his appearance.. 


"Oh, you'll LOVE IT, Layne!" A PCA shouted at him, patting him hardly on the back, making his stick-like body 
almost tumbler over. The PCA laughed, holding Layne's shoulders, getting him to stand straight again. "Sorry 
about that, sometimes | forget my own strength." 


Layne smirked. "I'll remember not to FUCK with you then, k, ummm." he frowned, scratching his head. "What's 


your name..2" 
The PCA smiled, his huge muscular arms crossing over his giant pecks. "Just call me John" His smile faltered 
to a smirk, eyes slanting around the area at other patients. "| would say I'm pretty famous around here, but | 


think you take the cake." 


Layne rolled his eyes, turning to Alex. He could tell the psycho was about to say something stupid. "More like 
INfamous," Alex barked, laughing his stupid loose chuckle. 


John gave him a tired look. "You don't even like Alice in Chains..? Then who DO you like?" 
He smirked, brows raised. Layne glared at him, just as curious as John was. "Well, | love Pantera--" 


"Toured with them," Layne interrupted, smiling. "Phil Hansen's a fun guy. Actually could keep up with me when 
we went to my own bus and shot up together." He winked at the PCA, him shaking his head. 


"| didn't know the lead singer of Pantera did heroin," John said, amused. 


Layne laughed, nodding his head. "Oh fuck yeah he did. Along with other things, of course...” 


"ANYWAYS," Alex spat, giving Layne a dirty look. Layne shrugged at him, giggling. He turned to Nicky, who just 


stood there, glaring at him like he was some derranged martian. "I also love Tool--" 


"Jammed with them as well," Layne interrupted, laughing again. "They had a HUGE thing about acid dude, they 


were fucking crazy." 
Alex glared at him, pissed off. Layne just laughed, shaking his head at him. "What the fuck dude." 


Layne shrugged. "We might've had to cancel a lot of tours. Doesn't mean we never toured with other bands..l 


mean, it comes with the whole MUSICIAN thing..." 


"You just think you're such a bad ass," Alex grumbled, glaring back over at Nicky. She just smiled up at Layne, 


making him burn with envy. 

"| know l'm not a bad ass," Layne laughed, "I've just played with a lot of OTHER good bands is all" 

"Other good bands," Alex snorted, "good one--" 

"GROUP TIME!" An old, skinny woman from the PCA station shouted. "Come on, guys, no excuses this time!" 


Alex raised a brow at Layne. Layne rolled his eyes, "if you quote another one of our songs, | don't care how 


much bigger you are than me, | WILL beat the shit out of you." 


Alex snorted, following them into the group room. "Is that a challenge?" He whispered, taking a seat next to 


Layne. 


Layne turned to Nicky, whom was shaking, her stick arms wrapping around her shoulders € hair covering her 
face. "Hey," he muttered over to her, leaning closer. He watched as her face turned to him, one of those 


turquoise eyes peeking through her black € dark red hair. "Are you okay?" 

She curled up in her chair, "I'm freezing." 

Layne sighed, eyes glaring at the monstrous gap between her thighs. She needs to fucking EAT, he thought to 
himself. He wrapped one of his arms around her, shocked to see her curling up closer to him, still shaking 
violently. He glared around the room, noticing that skinny old woman staring at him. "Do you have a sweater or 


blanket or something?" He asked the woman. He tilted his head down to Nicky. "She's..really cold.” 


I'm anemic," Nicky muttered aloud, shifting closer to Layne, resting her head against his chest. "You're so 


warm..." 


Layne smirked, holding her tighter. He immediately crossed his legs and gulped when he felt his crotch twitch 


with need. What the fuck, | was useless before all of this.thought I'd never get it up again, he thought to 
himself, eyes still on the gaunt little lady. He blushed, wrapping another arm around her. He couldn't help it. 


"Here," the old woman interrupted the moment, a thin white cloth-like blanket in her hand. "This should help," 
she said, watching Layne as he wrapped the blanket around Nicky. "This should help as well," the old woman 
continued, nudging Layne who had his arms still around the anorexic. He looked up at her, noticing there was a 


yogurt € a plastic spoon in her hand. He took it, gesturing it to Nicky. 


She shook her head, eyes shut tight. "No way in hell," she muffled from behind the blanket. She shooter even 


closer to Layne, wrapping her arms around him. 


He sighed, still holding the yogurt in her face. "You need to eat," he whispered, eyes filled with concern. "Please 


eat." 


‘Original strawberry yoplait yogurt.l50 calories..2 grams of fat.l gram SATURATED fat. its a dairy product,’ 
she shuddered, shaking her head, "no. No way in hell” 


He sighed, still pushing the yogurt closer to her. "Nicky, you're nothing but a pile of fucking BONES." He peeled 
off the lid, taking a bite. "I'll eat half, you'll eat the other half, how about that?" 


She cuddled closer to him, her head now resting on his concave stomach. "How about you eat two thirds..then 


itll just be 50." 


Layne smiled. "As long as you eat," he whispered to her, running his hand through her hair. His eyes widened 
when he noticed he had accidentally pulled a chunk of hair out of her head. "Your hair--" 


"I know," she muttered. "Happens every time | get lower than 90" 


His heart sank, glaring over at Alex. He shrugged at Layne, sharing the same concerned expression. "I've been 


trying to tell her this past month that she's a stick, she doesn't listen." 
"Shut the fuck up Alex," Nicky muttered, eyes watching Layne slowly eat the yogurt. 


‘Ive just been worried about you, EXCUSE me," Alex whined, yanking the hood of his sweater over his head and 


glaring at the door to the group room, watching the other crazies and / or addicts walking into the room. 


Layne handed her the yogurt cup, his brows furrowed when she shook her head and handing it back to him. 
"Two more bites, then itll be one third," she muttered. 


His eyes widened, glaring at her huge eyes that reflected fear. He felt bad for her, so he took two quick bites, 
handing it back to her. She sat up, just staring at the yogurt, eyes watering. 


"Come on," Layne whispered to her, sticking the spoon into her yogurt cup. "It's just 50 calories..you could burn 


that off by just fucking BREATHING.." 


She sighed anxiously, tugging the blanket over her head and hunching over so no one could see her. Layne could 
tell this was hard for her, so he focused his attention at the people walking in. Only one left, who had to take a 
seat on the floor. The room was packed. It smelled of body odor € saltine crackers, which made Layne grimace. 
No wonder Nicky must be having a hard time eating in this place. Doesn't anyone bathe here? He thought to 
himself, his nose wrinkling in disgust. He looked over at the dry eraser board, where the old skinny woman 


stood. Eyes dropped to her name tag. 


Name: Allison Wood 


Occupation: Social Worker 

He grumbled, scratching his shoulder. "| need a fucking cigarette," Layne grumbled. 

"Me too," Nicky answered quietly. 

He turned to her, shocked she was still eating the tiny amount of yogurt he had left for her. He didn't say 
anything though, in fear that it would make her anxious and she wouldn't finish. He looked back at the 
therapist, whom was looking around at everyone in the room. She grabbed a dry eraser marker, writing out 


"duel diagnoses" on the board. Turning back to everyone, she placed a hand on her bony hip. 


"Could anyone here explain to me what a ‘dual diagnoses’ is?" The therapist asked in a stern voice. She nodded 


to the chubby blonde girl who had her hand up. 
"Is when you are diagnosed with several mental illnesses, right?" Her mousy voice asked meekly. 


Mrs. Wood nodded, smirking at her. "That's right," she approved, starting to pace around infront of the dry 


eraser board. 


"Oh my god, why do they always do informative crap like this in rehab?" Layne whispered into Alex's ear, his 
eye still on Nicky, who had FINALLY finished the yogurt. 


Alex shrugged. "| guess these ‘doctors’ assume that us crazy and or drug addicts are retarded" 
Layne laughed loudly, quickly covering his mouth, eyes wide when he noticed Mrs. Wood glaring right at him. 
"What's so funny, LAYNE STALEY?" She barked, crossing her arms. 


Before Layne could answer, Alex piped up, a sloppy grin on his stoned face. "I was just telling him how you 


‘professionals’ assume that us ‘crazy drug addicts' suffer a terrible form of Down syndrome." 


She rolled her eyes, pointing at the door. "I think we could all agree that we're tired of your PASSIVE 
AGGRESSIVE behavior, Alex. Go to the seclusion room," she ordered. 


Alex laughed, shaking his head. "I'm not harming anyone. Plus | REALLY WANT TO LEARN, Woody. My tiny brain 


needs informationismsssss." 
Layne snorted a chuckle, quickly covering his mouth. 


"Fine. We'll deal with you," the therapist grumbled. She grinned deviously. "Let's start with you, Alex. What's 


your dual diagnoses?" 

Alex paused, watching Nicky with concern as she wobbled weakly to the trash bin When she turned to go back 
to her seat, she stumbled onto the floor. Layne jolted from his chair, running over to her and helping her up, 
wrapping his arm around her back. He had a sad look gleaming in those blue eyes as he felt her vertabrae € 
ribs jutting sharply into the flesh of his long skinny bicep. He sat her down in her seat, plopping down next to 
her, holding her again € closing his eyes as her head dropped back down into the crook of his rib cage. 


"Apparently diagnosed with antisocial personality disorder and chemical dependency," Alex growled, glaring 


jealously at the way Layne Ẹ Nicky were cuddling next to him. 

Mrs. Wood's brows raised. "Could you explain to us what anti social personality disorder is?" 

Alex grinned, puckering his lips at her obnoxiously. "I forgoooot, Woody, I'm I'm a reeee-tarrrrd" 

She rolled her eyes, "Anti social personality disorder is a CHRONIC mental disease that usually goes undiagnosed. 
The vast majority of sufferers are male, and most of them are WEALTHY business men, either that or 
criminals," she gave Alex a pointed look “Tell us what the disease USED to be called in the DSM, Alex?" 
He groaned, crossing his arms over his belly. "I'm a sociopath, OKAAAY?! Are you happy now, Woody?" 
Layne shot a scared look at him. "Wait, what..2" 

Alex grinned, looking amused. "I know, it's like l'm related to Charles Manson. Ain't that bad ass?" 

Layne's eyes widened. "No.." he scooted closer to Nicky. "Don't kill me.." 

Alex rolled his eyes. "We're not all SERIAL KILLERS, geeze." 

Mrs. Wood nodded her head. "A lot of sociopaths go undiagnosed because they believe they don't have a 
problem. Plus they're HIGHLY manipulative.. Many psychologists compare those with antisocial personality 


disorders with Halloween masks." 


"Yep, | have my Jason mask on right now," Alex murmured, giggling. He winked at the therapist. "Did my 
participation make you happy, misssss?" 


She gave him a tired look. "Yes, Alex." 
"Mmmm," he grumbled, thrusting his hips. "That gives me a Woody, Miss Woody...” 
Layne turned red, trying his best not to laugh. When Nicky giggled, he couldn't help but to laugh anyways. 


"Alright, seriously Alex, if you start this AGAIN, I'm calling security," the therapist growled, giving him a 
pointed look. 


| can't help it that | think you're sexy--" 


"LAYNE," she interrupted, ignoring everyone's laughter. She sighed, sweat rolling down her wrinkles. "Do you 
have a dual diagnoses?" 


‘| have ANXIETY that they refuse to treat in here," Layne blurted loudly. 


Alex laughed, patting Layne on the shoulder. "You're shaking dude.. Is that little GIRL next to you giving you 
ANXIETY?" 


Layne's face dropped. "Shut up, dude," he muttered to Alex. He looked back up at the therapist, whom was 
rolling her eyes at him. He sighed. "I'm just diagnosed with chemical dependency..." 


"Figured as much," she said snidely. What a bitch.. She glared at Nicky, who was still shaking, arm wrapped 
tightly around Layne. 


"What the heck is a binge purge ‘subtype’..?" Layne blurted, glaring nervously back at the therapist. She nodded 
at Nicky, mildly amused. 


The skeleton girl sighed, burying her face further into Layne's stomach. "| starve myself," she started, voice 
muffled. "And then when | lack willpower | eat all day and force myself to vomit..” 


Layne's brow wrinkled in fear, rubbing her back "You need to stop that shit," he muttered. "You're thin 


enough..Jesus..smallest girl I've ever seen... 
g g 


"She will never stop, Layne, don't even try to talk some sense into that bird brain," Alex bellowed, laughing 


agai n. 


Layne shot him a look of disgust. "Maybe she hasn't stopped because people like you just carelessly assume 


she's too STUPID to--" 


"Alright, I've had enough of this," Mrs. Wood interrupted, pointing her finger back to the door. "All three of 


you. Leave. NOW: 


They all got up, Layne basically carrying Nicky out the door. Alex pinched his nipple and flicked his tongue at 
Mrs. Wood, puckering his lips. "See you after the session, my sexyyyy.." 


She narrowed his eyes at him. "Next time, l'm seriously calling security." 


Alex bursted out in laughter, pushing the door open. "Qoooo I'll call security! SECUUUUURITYYY" he squeeled. 


9 EEE EK 


Layne waltzed back into her room, a bottle of orange juice in one hand € a packet of graham crackers in the 
other. He sat next to her, glaring down at her with pity. She sneered at the food, slowly sitting up on her bed, 
nodding to the door. "Could you close that..2" she muttered. 


He nodded, looking around the lounging area outside to see the PCA‘s were too busy answering phone calls, 
either that or calming down fiending drug addicts. He slowly shut the door. He turned back to Nicky, gasping, 
dropping the juice € crackers. 


All she had on was her underwear. She was shivering, looking around in her wardrobe next to her bed. Literally 
all of her bones pleaded out from her ghostly white skin. Bruises were all over her legs, most likely from 


anemia. On her stick-like thighs, he spotted tiny little track marks on them. 


"Quit checking me out, pervert," Nicky muttered, turning to him. She had a huge black sweater in her hands. 
She tugged it over her head, her body beginning to limp backwards. Layne ran over to her, grabbing her 
before she fell. He studied those tired eyes, his own reflecting fear. 


"How long has it been since you've ate anything, Nicky?" He asked, carrying her back over to her bed and 


setting her down on it. 


She closed her eyes, resting her hand on one side of her rib cage. ".haven't really ate since I've been here, 


unless you consider forced tube feedings Ẹ drinking ensure eating.” 


He sighed, glaring at her scalp. It had a few bald spots. She's too young to be going bald.. "I don't understand 


how an intelligent beautiful woman could do this." 


She glared at his arm, grabbing it, tracing the ugly track marks that matted the skin. "Why did you allow your 
addiction to get so bad to the point where you're arms look like a train wreck € you barely have enough teeth 
to EAT yourself?" She watched Layne as his head dropped, face red. "Yeah, | can tell your missing teeth.. Your 
obvious attempts at trying to hide them gave it all away." 


"| plan on getting dentures when | get out," he muttered, licking his lips. His blue haze turned back to the bottle 
of juice Ẹ package of crackers on the floor. He got himself up, picking up the food and turning back to her. 


"Stop worrying about me," she spat, slowly getting up from her bed, turning to pick up her pants. Suddenly she 
collapsed back on her bed, breathing loudly. She laughed, slightly embarrassed. "Got dizzy for a moment there." 


Layne rolled his eyes, grabbing her hand and placing the juice into her palm. "At least drink that. You probably 


are having low blood sugar..." 


She slowly sat up, unscrewing the lid, sipping the juice. She watched him as he picked up her pants, eyes wide 
when he saw her size. 00. She smirked. "Seriously don't understand why you care so much.. You don't even 


know me.." 


He handed her her pants, taking the bottle of juice from her and taking a seat on the chair near her window. 
She didn't even have to unbutton the jeans, she just simply slid them on. They were baggy on her. "| just care, 
okay? Plus you seem to be the only person here that isn't completely insane.." Layne grumbled, nervously 
tapping his nails on the bottle of her juice. 


She just sat there, staring at him, as if she was trying to figure out what his motives were. He grunted, 
getting back up and handing her the orange juice. She slurped on it, watching him as he fumbled with the 
crackers, opening the package. "I'm not eating that shit," she barked defensively at him. He bit into one of the 


graham crackers, wincing. She frowned, tucking her hair behind her ear. "Teeth hurt?" 


He set the package of crackers down on her nightstand, bending over her trash bin to spit out the cracker in 
his mouth. He blushed and nodded at her, sitting back down. "I don't know why | allowed myself to get so bad," 


he whispered, tears in his eyes. 

Her turquoise eyes were planted on the crackers, taking another sip of her juice. "We all think that about 
ourselves, Layne." she soothed, leaning against her headboard. She looked at him, studying the shame painted 
on his face, his eyes on his hands that were picking at the skin on his thumbs. "If it makes you feel any 
better, | still think you're attractive.. 

He scratched the tip of his nose, eyes sliding back to her. "you're just saying that." 

"Yeah, because l'm the type that wants to please everyone, right?" She asked him sarcastically, laughing. 
Layne smirked, crossing his arms and pulling them under his rib cage. He suddenly jumped when he heard the 
door creak open "Nicole, you KNOW FOR A FACT that you have to keep your door open, ESPECIALLY when a 
male patient is in here." 


"Is Nicky, for the millionth time!" She spat back at John, the PCA. "When's smoke break?!" 


If you can WALK, it's in the next five minutes," John muttered, eyes now on Layne. "How many times has she 


passed out today?" 


Layne paused, looking over at Nicky, who was giving him a pleading look. He looked up at John, "she only passed 
out once during group, but we got her to eat.she'll be okay." 


“About damn time the girl EATS," John grumbled, turning around and walking back to the PCA station. There 


was a crowd of crazies € addicts huddled around the station, watching John as he went back into the station 
Layne reached out his hand to Nicky, smiling softly at her. "Come on, | know you want a smoke." 


She nodded, allowing him to help her up, limping with him over to the PCA station. A female one glared up at 
Layne. "Layne Staley?" She blurted out, fidgeting with her reading glasses. 


"Yeah?" 
"Your friend.ummm." she glanced down at her notebook, "Mike Starr?" 

"Yeah, that's my friend," he answered, laughing loosely. "Did he finally drop off my damn clothes?" 
She nodded. "He also wants to see you" 


Layne glanced over at John, whom was getting out the plastic tub of cigarettes. "Anyway | could visit with him 
after smoke break?" 


She nodded, smiling at him. 


Little Blue Friends 


They were seated at a table in the center of the cafeteria, a couple PCA's wondering around the room. Mike 
watched them as they walked over across the cafeteria to talk to the lunch ladies, not hearing anything they 
were saying aside from moments of laughter. He glanced back over at Layne, who was staring off into space 
into his traveling mug the psych unit had gave him as a "welcoming gift". Layne's pupils were dilated, his 
eyelids sloppily hanging over his bloodshot eyes. 


"How in the heck are you stoned in rehab?" Mike muttered quietly to Staley, a look of disappointment on his 


face. 


Layne glanced up at him from his coffee, taking a sip from the mug and clumsily trying to place it back down 
on the table, laughing quietly when it dropped to the floor, spilling the liquid all over it. "Shit," he murmured, 
yanking a few napkins from the steel container on the table and wiping up the substance from the floor, 


tapping the mug back on the table. 
"You okay, over there?!" One of the PCA's voice echoed from across the cafeteria. 


"PEACHY KEEN!" Layne shouted, grinning over at Mike. His smile faltered when he recognized the judgment on 


his friend's face. "What?" he asked, brows crinkling in concern. 


‘Oh, don't try to act all innocent, Layne," Mike barked, leaning back in the shitty plastic chair € crossing his 
arms over his chest. His curly brown hair slid down over his face, making him look all the more pissed off. 
"What the fuck are you on? And how in the world did you get it in REHAB, of all places?" he whispered, 


resting his elbows on the table and leaning on his hands. 

Layne sighed, thumping his leg up and down, glaring wearily back over at the PCA’s. They were supposed to be 
here with them to keep an eye on them, but instead they seemed to be more concerned with cracking jokes 
with the lunch ladies.. "I met a guy in here. | don't know how he got it, he OBVIOUSLY wouldn't tell another 
patient in here where." He narrowed his eyes at Mike, grinning maliciously at him. "And you're stoned, Too, | 
can tell. Most likely on that fucking Valium, aye?" 

Mike gave him the death stare, fidgeting into his pocket, holding out a blue round pill. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" Layne shrieked through clenched teeth, eyes slanting back over at the PCA‘s. 


Mike laughed softly. "They don't care what we're doing. They're not even watching us." He popped the pil 
under his tongue, smirking at Layne as he watched his face turn red. 


"What..what the fuck, Mike?" 


He shrugged. "They're my blue little friends, just like your needle € crack pipe," he reached over and grabbed 


a straw out of the round container, rolling it into a ball. "You have no right to judge, junky." 
"Well, | wouldn't be if you were in here with me," Layne spat, eyeing the straw in Mike's hand. 
"What did that other junky give you?" 


Layne smiled, yanking the straw away from Mike and tossing it into the trash can behind him. "Pain killers. 
Why do you care, you benzo freak?" 


Mike shrugged, smiling. "What's rehab like, anyways?" 


Layne sighed loudly, irritated. "I really don't want to talk about it" He narrowed his eyes at Mike, raising his 
brow. "How's that hot little groupie you picked up at the detox wing?" 


"She's addicted to Xanax," Mike said, laughing. 
Layne rolled his eyes. "Oh, the irony." 


He smirked. "I know, right? She has to get her friend's pee so she can continue to work," he giggled, "she's a 


freak, though. Great in bed." 
"Well, that's good. Sean € Jerry were getting hemmorrhoids from your shit," Layne spat, laughing with him. 


Mike ran his hand through his hair, glancing back over at the PCA's. "When do you think you'll get out of 
here? We all really want to start up the band again like the good ‘ol days." 


"What about Inez..?" 


Mike rolled his eyes. "That frosted corn flake joined back with Ozzy after our best hits album, don't you 


remember?" He laughed when Layne gave him a pointed look "Yeah.of course you wouldn't." 


"| don't know when they're letting me out," Layne growled, picking at his fingernails. "Think in the next few 


weeks but you never know with these ignorant assholes..." 
"Well, Jerry € | already recorded a few guitar tracks. It sounds pretty solid.” 
Layne licked his lips, fidgeting in his chair. "Does the groupie like it?" 


Mike sighed. "Erica isn't a groupie. We're actually dating now." He looked up at Layne, curious. "When the 
heck are you going to get a girl?" 


Layne stretched his mouth open with his fingers, blushing when Mike looked away. "When | find one that 
enjoys getting gummed." 


Mike looked back, grinning. "I know Sean does.." 
Layne laughed, shaking his head. "Oh my god, it never fucking ends." 


"LAYNE!" The PCA, John, yelled, walking over to them. "It's I5 minutes until Narcotics group, we gotta go if 
you want some actual CLOTHES on you." 


They both stood up, Layne shocked when Mike gripped his hand. He felt the little round pills from into his, him 
giving Mike a look. "Why?" he whispered. 


Mike shrugged, letting go of his hand. "Thought you'd like back up," he whispered into his ear. 

"It was great meeting you, Mike!" John blubbered, sticking out his hand. Mike grunted, shaking it, forcing a 
smile. Mike glanced over at Layne, who quickly placing his hand over his mouth. He presumed Layne was 
tonguing them to save them for later. 

"Yep, heard from Layne you're a fan," Mike finally answered, winking over at Layne who was rolling his eyes. 
John turned back to Layne, placing his huge gorilla hand on his shoulder. "Come on, let's get you some clothes.” 
"See you, Layne!" Mike called out, waving at him as he slowly made his way to the exit door. 

"Wish me luck," Layne muttered miserably, grinning when he heard Mike's laughter. 


FEKK EK 


"Look at you, all fancy," Alex whispered into Layne's ear, eyeing the dark wash jeans € blue sweater hanging off 


of the singer's body. 


"Yep. | have clothes," he answered, his eyes still on Nicky, who was hunched over in her enormous black 


hoody, a strained look on her face. 


"| think I'm going to miss that dress you had on though," Alex continued, winking at Layne when he noticed the 


‘Christ's sake dude, are you FIVE?" Layne growled, shoving his hands into his sweater pockets. 
Alex laughed, shaking his head. "You're about 35 years off..but close though, very VERY close..." 


"Why are you such a fucking retard?" Nicky muttered, running her fingers through her hair and flicking the 
loose strands onto the ground. 


"Ask Woody, she knows ALL ABOUT ME," Alex said, still grinning. 


"Please, for the love of GOD, shut UPI" Nicky squeaked, leaning back in her chair. She smiled up at Layne, 


winking at him. 

"OKAY, everyone!" A male therapist shouted from infront of the room, standing from his seat. All of the 
chairs in the room were aligned in a circle, just like all of the other I2 step groups Layne had attended. "As 
you all know, this is a Narcotics meeting. So, let's all go around the room and introduce ourselves € explain 
what we are addicted to." He paused, looking around the room to see if anyone would ask a question. Clearing 
his throat, he continued. "Ill start. My name is Andrew, been sober from cocaine for b years now." 


Everyone clapped, all droning out in sad, irritated voices "hi Andrew". 


The person to the right of him stood up, muttering quietly their name. No one could make out what the girl 
was saying, so they just slowly clapped, confused. 


"!M JOSH!" The man next to her shouted awkwardly, his eyes wide. Layne jumped, making Nicky laugh 
hysterically. "AND IM FUCKING PISSED OFFI" 


Alex laughed, "ME TOO!" 

"SHUT UP YOU FUCK!" Josh screamed, grabbing his plastic chair and tossing it at him. All of them dunked, the 
chair smacking the cement wall and bouncing on the ground. Josh stormed out, not even bothering to shut the 
door. 


"Okaaaaaaay," Layne muttered, eyes wide, laughing. 


Nicky leaned close to him, resting her head on his shoulder. "Josh always does that," she whispered, "try to 
stay away from him.he tends to get physical. The PCA's always have to toss him in the seclusion room." 


"What the fuck is he in here for?" Layne muttered, watching as Andrew, the group leader, shut the door and 


allowed the other addicts to continue introducing themselves. 


"He shot up rhino € elephant steroids," Alex said before Nicky could answer. "I think he's smuggling them in 
here still." 


‘Jesus Christ." Layne muffled, glaring over at the random woman next to Alex, who was sobbing about how 


she needed her ‘shit. 
Alex stood up, still laughing. "That was very moving, Chelsea," he said to the brunette whom was still crying. 


Andrew rolled his eyes. “Alex. Just.stop." 


‘Okay..fine," Alex grumbled, "just trying to lighten this shithole up a TIT” 

"ALEX." Andrew spat, now on edge. 

He sighed, shoving his hands into his jean pockets. "Well, as ALL OF YOU KNOW, my name is Alex." 

"Hi, Alex." 

He sighed, scratching his ear. "I'm addicted to speed, mostly meth.that shit ROCKS MAH 
SOCKSSSS.ummm.heroin. Never shot up, though, don't be hating! Boy's the bomb. Uhhh.prescription 
medications.mostly klonopin € hydrocodone.. Maaaary Jane, though that shit's lame as fuck, | only toked up 
when | couldn't get the other stuffs.. Uh.Luuuuucy in the skyyyyy with DIAAAMONDS," he giggled awkwardly, 
"or you could just call it LSD..oh and x. That shit is AWESOME when your fucking--" 


"Okay okay WE GET IT, Alex," Andrew interrupted, rubbing his temples. Layne laughed, shaking his head at the 


sociopath as he sat back down, he huge smile smeared across his face. Andrew gave Layne a pointed stare. 
"Oh." he muttered, glancing around the room nervously. 

Nicky shoved him, "get up, you dork." 

He slowly stood up, glancing at his shoes. "I'm Layne--" 

"HE'S GOAT BOY!" Alex shouted. 


Andrew glared it him, shaking his head. "Do you really want to get kicked out AGAIN, Alex? You know, the 


more you act up, the longer you'll be in here" 

Alex frowned, lowering his head. 

"hi Layne." 

‘!m.ummm," he looked back over at Nicky, who smiled at him, nodding at him to continue. "Mostly addicted to 
opiates € speed.. | love speed balling," he fought himself from grinning, thinking of the times he used to get 
fucked up. "I've shot up smack, ice, blow..was into prescription meds also if my main man was dry.. Smoke 
weed if THAT dealer is dry," he choked back a laugh, getting an angry look from Andrew. He licked his lips 
anxiously, frowning again. “Also enjoy hallucinogens like ecstasy and shrooms and LSD.that's about it." He sat 
down, his face burning as he glared over at Nicky. 


"Don't even try to stand up, Nicole, | know you haven't ate today," Andrew growled. 


"ITS NICKY JESUS! Only been here for a fucking MONTH now!" She hissed. Alex laughed, shaking his head. 


"Hi, Nicole..." 
"Fuck!" she continued, waving her arms in the air. "CALL ME NICKY!" 
"hi Nicky." 


Layne laughed, giving her a look. She glared at him, her mouth twitching. She finally smiled. "l'm addicted to 


ice, otherwise known as meth, too. And Ritalin." 


The next person stood up, blubbering their name, but Layne ignored her, glaring over at Nicky. "Why do you 


hate your actual name so much?" He asked her. 
"'d rather not talk about it," she sneered, her face in her hands. 


He sighed. "You can tell me anything, you know?" 


She got up from her chair, swaying like a drunk on her feet. "I told you, STOP WORRYING ABOUT ME!" she 
yelled at Layne, clumsily running out the door. Layne followed her, finding her on the carpeted floor in the 
lounging area, face first. John was running towards her, but Layne beat him, wrapping his arms around her 


frail body. 
"If it bothers you that much, you should talk about it.." Layne muttered, pulling her onto his lap. 
"Just take me to my fucking room," she spat, her eyes closed tight. 


Layne swung her body over his shoulder, military style, walking her over to her bed and lying down. She 
grimaced when she saw John standing next to Layne, a packaged sandwich in his hand. 


"EAT," John spat, trying to hand her the sandwich. She slapped it out of his hand, it falling to the ground. He 
sighed, picking it back up and grabbing her bone arm violently, shoving the sandwich into her hand. "Eat it 
NOW. Or we'll give you the NG tube again. TODAY." 


She sighed, staring at the sandwich and glaring back up at Layne, who was giving her a worried look. She 
opened up the package. "I'll eat it if you leave." 


"Who, me?" Layne asked, confused. 


She glared up at John. He nodded, starting towards the door. She watched Layne as he sat down in the chair 


next to her bedroom window. "Please..don't watch me?" She asked, blushing. 


Layne shrugged, spinning around in his chair and glaring out the window. It was quiet for a while. "I would still 
like to know.." he murmured, tears in his eyes. The high from the hydrocodone was fading away, giving him 


that intense feeling of regret and self hatred all over again. 


"Why? Why do you care? You don't KNOW ME” 
"| would like to know you.." He muttered, his thin body shaking, trying his best not to cry. 
She sighed. "Its because of my father." 


Layne turned around, seeing that she had only taken one tiny bite out of the sandwich € had set it on her 


nightstand. His brows wrinkled in concern, noticing her eyes were filmed with tears. "Your father..?" 


"He..he.." she covered her face, breaking down in sobs. Layne got up from the chair and grabbed ahold of her, 
making her lie on her side so he could spoon with her. He hugged her tight € close to his body, allowing her to 
weep into the sleeve of his sweater. "He raped me..and beat me.. Always called out my name as he..raped 


me... 


"What the fuck," Layne growled, holding her tighter. He wiped her tears from her cheek bones with his bony 
finger. "Where is he? When | get out, I'll take care of the piece of shit.” 


She suddenly laughed. The laugh sounded almost demonic, making his heart stop with fear. "My ex already 
took care of that cunt," she muttered, pleasure drenching her soft voice. "He allowed me to watch, too." 


Layne sat up, grabbing his head, totally mind-fucked. He then glared down at her, studying that devilish grin 
on her face. "What.what the heck did you guys do to him..?" 


Take My Hands Before | Kill 


"What did you do to him?" Layne repeated, glaringly at those turquoise eyes that beamed with sick passion 


She slowly sat up on her bed, leaning against the wall. She tugged her hoody over her head, trying her best to 
hide her devilish grin. "What do you think happened?" She asked him, turning away from him. 


Layne sat there for a while, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. He didn't know what to say. 
All he could think right now was that this girl was more of a nutcase than he previously assumed. He got up 


from the bed, starting to head out the door. 


‘Oh, poor thing," Nicky slurred to his back. He spun back around, eyes still wide with fear. "Did | scare you?" 


she continued, laughing that devious chuckle again. 


He blinked. "So, what, were you and your ex like fucking Mickey € Mallery?" He asked her, his body shaking. He 
couldn't believe he was still talking to this freak. 


Nicky laughed again, dropping her head into her hands. "Oh, gosh..rice Natural Born Killers reference, but NOPE, 
| never killed anyone," she responded. She looked back up at Layne, who was still standing there, hands on his 
hips. His face was twitching with agitation. "Seriously, Layne," she continued, "I've never murdered before. 


Unless you consider swatting a fly homicide." 


Layne exhaled a breath of relief, plopping back down in the recliner in her room. He watched her pick crumbs 
off of her sandwich and flick them on the floor for a while, trying to find the strength to speak again. He 
cleared his throat, glancing out her door, watching PCAs as they were walking past it, glaring in at the two of 
them with curiosity. "So, what happened, then?" Layne finally asked when the PCAs disappeared down the hall. 
He looked back at her, his chest falling with relief when he noticed she had taken another bite of her sandwich. 


She swallowed, going back to picking crumbs off the food. "My father did more than just abuse me. He." she 
stopped, tears rolling down her cheeks again Nicky shook her head, squeezing her eyes shut, trying to stop 
herself from crying. "He killed my little brother..." 


"what?" Layne murmured to her. He shook his head, trying his best to hold his composure. "How am | 
supposed to believe all of this?" 


Nicky shrugged, lying down on her back. "You said you wanted to get to know me," she growled at him. Her 


brow raised in bitter amusement, "I kind of gave you hints that you wouldn't want to." 
"So how did he kill your brother," Layne groaned, humoring the deranged woman. 


"He got sloppy drunk and beat the shit out of my mother while she was pregnant with him." 


Layne's brows wrinkled with grief, "why?" 


"My father accused her of cheating on him," she said, sighing. She fidgeted awkwardly in her head, picking the 
sandwich back up and tearing it into pieces, tossing them into the trashbin. "He broke her ribs € gave her a 
serious concussion..she was 6 months pregnant. Went into labor and had a stillbirth. Then she went into a 


coma due to the concussion..and died." 
Layne rubbed his temples, trying to soak all of this madness in. "When the heck did this all take place..?" 


| was IT," she answered, turning her gaze back at him. "I was tired of my father's shit and when my ex found 


out the news, he took care of him." 
"What did he do?" Layne asked, now irritated. He was tired of her dodging that question 


She tossed the rest of the sandwich into the bin, smirking sadly back at Layne. "Let's just say my ex is in 
prison for the rest of his life. Not that | care. | thought | loved him, but he ended up raping and beating me 
as well," she explained. She pointed to a dim scar on her forehead, making Layne tear up all over again. "l 


ratted him out to the police, they incarcerated that meth head fuck in just 30 minutes after my report” 
"He killed your dad, didn't he..2" Layne asked, giving her a pointed look. 


She nodded, tears back in her eyes. "Yeah..yeah he did.. | thought it was a good idea at the time.. Looking 
back, | know it was messed up. | was just really fucking upset that my mother € brother had to die. Upset 
that my father even attempted to kill ME, blaming ME for him killing them, the worthless drunk.” She broke 
down in tears again. "I know you think I'm crazy now..it's okay..you can leave.just know that | regret all of it.. 
That's why | starve myself... That's why | started shooting up ice.. | just want to forget it happened and 
everytime some ASSHOLE calls me by my real name, the memories haunt me. Especially now that I'm sober 
and being forced to give up the only other vice | have fucking left." She looked back over at Layne, shaking 
her head when she noticed he was just staring at her, dumbfounded. "Just fucking go.. Every time | try to 
open up, people get scared of me and leave me... Just go, and please just allow me to fucking die | can't handle 


this loneliness anymore. Everyone thinks l'm this freak--" 


Layne grabbed her, letting her sob into his chest. "I don't know what | would've done in that situation.my 
mother is still alive, | never had to witness someone murdering her," he soothed, lightly stroking her hair as 
not to accidentally pull more chunks out. "I'm a freak too, you know.. My friends.they don't get me, you 
know? They don't understand why | can't just quit using drugs..they don't understand that the reason | haven't 
killed myself yet is due to being calmed the fuck down by heroin or the other shit.” 


Nicky looked up at him. Her eyes bled with need, that gaunt face leaning in close to his. Before her thick pink 
lips could touch his, he turned his face away with shame, get kissing him on the cheek. He looked back at her, 


studying her as her face twisted with anger, motioning away from him. 


"Am | that revolting?!" Nicky shrieked through clenched teeth, more tears streaming down her face. 


Layne's eyes widened as he shook his head. "No no no, | think you're beautiful.its just." he stopped, pointing at 
his rotting teeth. ".I'm.. disgusting." 


She rolled her eyes, yanking him by the collar of his sweater, making him fall down on top of her, straddling 
her. She kissed him deeply on his lips, her hand reaching under his sweater and feeling the lean muscle on his 
pecks. She grinned between kissing as she heard him moan. Her hand slid down to his pants, feeling that his 
waist band loosely hung from his hip bones. She grabbed his crotch, feeling it swell 


Layne jumped up from the bed, face red. He ran his fingers through his hair, trying to fix the tangles. "We 
can't do this here," he muttered at her, eyes wide. 


She rolled her eyes. "I didn't know that lead singers of grunge bands were such pussies," she spat. She smiled 


as she watched his brows furrow in frustration. 


"Trust me, | would do it..but.not here." he whispered at her, peeking through the door that was wide open. He 
blushed when he noticed John walking up to the doorway. 


"Hey! You two! It's smoke break," John bellowed, not even waiting for a response as he walked back over to 


the PCA station 


Layne shrugged at Nicky. She sighed, nodding her head. "I guess you're right, Mr. Staley," she grumbled, 
slowly getting up from her bed. Thanks to the tiny bit of nutrients she got from the sandwich, she finally 
wasn't wobbling all over the place. Her eyes darted out the door, noticing the PCAs were too busy talking 
about smoke break. She took advantage and leaned in, kissing Layne again, her hand tugging lightly on his hair. 
She smirked when she heard him groan again. "I don't give a fuck about your missing teeth, you're still a 
damn good kisser," she whispered into Layne's ear, nibbling on it playfully. She then turned away from him, 
skipping happily over to the PCA station. 


Goddamn, | need to get high. This woman is insane, Layne thought to himself, darting over to his room that 
was right next to the PCA station He ran to his mattress, sticking his finger into the tiny slit he had found in 
it, yanking out 3 little blue pills. He gulped them down quickly, running over to the PCA station His eyes 
immediately met Nicky's. She winked at him, quickly lifting her sweater to show him her bare nipple. His face 
burned, his crotch twitching again. 


Fuck.why are the crazy ones always so damn sexy?! What the fuck am | getting myself into.. 


So Unsure We Reach For Something Strong 


The short brunette towered over Layne, anger stricken across her face as she watched him cry out for help. 
He was paralyzed, body sinking into the sand on the beach. He screamed as he watched Demri glare at him, 


her dark eyes growing larger and larger, beginning to appear like an animated character. 


"WHAT THE HECK IS GOING ON, DEMRI?!" Layne shouted, face contorted from pain. She continued to stand 
still. The beach that before seemed like an oasis to him morphed into a scorching hot inferno. The coconut 
trees were barren, the ocean water a murky brown. It smelled of sulfur. "WHAT IS GOING ON?!" Layne 
continued, weeping as he felt his body sink deeper and deeper into the sand. 


"You need to help her, Layne," Demri growled, her eyes as large as two grapefruits. They began to glow a 
demonic yellow, making Layne shriek all the more. "You couldn't bother to help me. This is your chance to 


redeem yourself” 


"Are you talking about Nicky?!" Layne asked, shocked as he watched Demri nod her head. "But the girl is 
fucking CRAZY, she had someone kill her own dad, she doesn't even fucking eat?! How the fuck am | going to 
help her--" 


Demri laughed mockingly at him, now crouching down and huddling over the edge of the hole Layne was getting 
sucked into. "Many people say the same about you. If it wasn't for Mike, this would've happened.” 


Layne sunk deeper into the hole, crying as he watched Demri begin to vanish. "What would've happened?! 
What are you talking about--" 


It went pitch-black for a moment, Layne's body feeling weightless. His screams echoed through this strange 
vortex. Suddenly everything went mute. 


His eyes searched around the strange environment he was in. When he saw the familiar couch € television 


set, he felt his heart skip a beat. "Why am | in my condo..2" he wondered to himself. 


An excruciatingly thin man stumbled into the living room of his condo and fell onto the couch, flicking on the 
TV. He looked dirty € old. Hair long € stringy € matted. Clothes way too baggy on him € stained with blood € 
yellow mucous. Layne watched the strange man as he pulled off his sweater, revealing the bones that 


protruded from him..the track marks on his waist and arms. 


"Who the fuck is this..? Why is he in my condo, what the fuck?" Layne muttered. He watched the strange 
man as he went into Layne's drug stash, making Layne scream € yell at him to stop. It was like Layne's voice 
was muted though. The emaciated man prepared his needle, mixing H with blow in the spoon After he tapped 
out the air bubbles in his syringe, he glared up at the ceiling, right where Layne was hovering. 


Layne didn't recognize who he was at first, until he noticed those huge sunken blue eyes that bled desperation 


"am | watching myself?" Layne asked, hovering closer to look at the man. It was, indeed, himself. Only all of 
his teeth were gone. He already smelled like a corpse. Layne watched the man (who was himself.) close his 


eyes, tears rolling down his sharp cheek bones. 


"please, dear god, just take me.." The toothless, strung-out Layne muttered from the couch. Right when he 
jabbed the needle into the jugular in his next, Layne screamed at him. It was too late though. 


The corpse-like body slumped over after injecting the deadly concoction. He was dead. Layne continued to 
hover over his own dead body, screaming and crying as he watched the strung-out version of himself slowly 


decay. 


Demri suddenly popped up infront of him, everything around them vanishing and turning into light. "HELP HER 
OR YOULL DIE LIKE THIS!" She screamed, her eyes beaming crimson red. 


9 EE EE 


Layne shot up from his hospital bed. He tried to catch his breath as he analyzed his room, a jolt of relief 
shocking his system. Slowly, he stood up from the bed, taking off his pajamas that were soaked in sweat. 


He didn't even think twice as he reached into the slot in his mattress, gulping down the last 5 valiums mike had 
given him. He needed it. His mind wouldn't stop flashing those ugly images of that skeletal, toothless version 


of his corpse, slowly decaying on his couch in his condo. 


Layne jumped into the shower, rinsing the sweat off of him and running his hands through his now short hair. 
The rehab allowed him to go out with Sean € Jerry to get his hair cut and also to see the dentist, who had to 
take out the rest of his teeth ¢ make molds on his gums for dentures. 


When he stepped out of the shower, he glanced at himself in the mirror. He had lost some weight over the 
past month of being in here. He couldn't eat. He felt hopeless € unwanted.he felt alone. He wanted someone 
to love him the way Demri did. He couldn't get himself to continue talking to Nicky after the strange stunt 

she pulled in her bedroom. He was scared she would end up just like Demri did.extremely bitter towards him 


€ buying her way to death. 


He sighed, reaching to grab the dentures from the cup full of sanitizing liquid Layne had just gotten them a 
week ago. They tended to really hurt his jaw at times, but he couldn't bare to be around anyone without 
them in. Plus he had spent a couple grand just to get them done. He couldn't just allow that money to go to 
waste. 


Layne smiled at himself through the mirror, analyzing his false teeth. The dentist did an impeccable job at 
making them look like true, real teeth. Aside from how skinny Layne was, he was actually beginning to look like 
his old self again. 


He towel dried his short dirty blonde hair € combed it back, away from his face. He then combed his short 
goatee, smirking to himself when he remembered when he went to New Orleans with the band. His hair € 
beard back then looked almost exactly like it does now, only he didn't bleach it blonder this time. He sighed, 
remembering when he was doing that Head Bangers Ball interview with Mike, how the interviewer rudely 
pointed out his dope-eyes near the end of the recording. That's when the media wouldn't leave me the heck 
alone, that MTV jack ass, Layne thought to himself bitterly. He turned around, towel wrapping around his tiny 
waist. Tapping his bare feet along the tiled floor, he went through his wardrobe, grabbing black pants € a plain 
white t-shirt. He didn't care anymore if people saw his track marks. It was, unfortunately, apart of who he 


was in a sense. He's been considering either seeing a dermatologist to get them laser removed, either that or 
just tatted over. He didn't know if he wanted to let them go yet, though. He didn’t know if he would relapse. 
"Layne..2" John's voice blurted through the doorway. 


Layne looked over to him, sliding his shirt over his bony body. "Yeah?" He muttered, his voice drenched with 


pessimism. 

"The physician wants to see you." 

Layne raised a brow in question, but didn't ask anything. He just followed John down through the lounging area 
and through the therapy session hall. John opened the door to the physician's office, nodding at Layne to head 


right on in. 


Dr. Ryan glanced up at Layne, his expression blank like always. Most rehab doctors were like this because they 
knew if they showed an addict any sign of weakness, they would try to work their way into manipulating them. 


"You've lost weight," Dr. Ryan finally said, eyeing Layne with concern. 
Layne shrugged. "It's stressful in here, doc." 
"Get on the scale," he ordered, pointing to the electronic scale across from the analysis table. 


Layne sighed, stepping onto the scale. He scratched his brow, chest falling when he saw the number. IO. His 
eyes slid sheepishly back at Dr. Ryan, who was shaking his head. 


"What in God's name am | gonna do with you..2" The doctor barked, crossing his arms over his chest. He 
sighed when Layne stayed silent. "Also got your urinalysis back," dr. Ryan continued, a look of disgust in his 
green eye. 


Layne gulped, still standing there dumbly on the scale. 


"Found traces of benzodiazepines," he remarked, giving Layne a pointed look. "Why are you fucking up? You 


state that you hate being here, yet you continue to act up..which makes you stay here longer.” 


Layne sighed, getting off the scale and leaning against the counter next to the exit door. "Is that all you 
wanted to say?" Layne asked rudely. 


Dr. Ryan rolled his eyes. "I guess. Though I'm ordering a referral to get you to have individual € family 
therapy--" 


"My family doesn't want anything to do with me," Layne interrupted, resting his hand on the door knob. 


The doctor shrugged at him. "Then your friends can be apart of your family therapy sessions," Ryan growled 
at him. "Oh, and John is going to be sitting with you during mealtimes to make sure you eat. You're never 


going to get better if you continue to deprive yourself." 
Layne forced a mean laugh, glaring at his tennis shoes. "It's not like I'm choosing to lose weight.. 


"Yeah, | bet it's hard to eat when you're high off of those benzos," the doctor barked, raising his brow as he 
watched Layne shut his eyes € cower away pathetically. "You're not allowed visitations anymore, so if you 


want to see your buddies, itll have to be during family therapy, okay?" 


Layne turned the door knob, rudely walking out the door without answering. He was tired of feeling like he had 


to explain himself. He was tired of being here. 
"Smoke break!" John yelled from the PCA station, yanking out the plastic tub of cigarettes. 


Layne walked over to him, leaning against the counter of the PCA station When he saw John glaring at his 


track marks, he forced an embarrassed smile € crossed his arms. 


‘Long time, no see," Layne heard a weak voice mutter towards him as they all followed John towards the 
smoking room. His eyes slanted to the side, noticing it was Nicky of all people. She had been avoiding him for 
weeks after he pointedly ignored her for 2 days after the..sexual.incident. She actually looked a bit healthier 
than she ever has while being inpatient. She was still skinny, but her hair seemed thicker € her cheekbones 
weren't as prominent. Layne's heart fluttered as he watched her eye his body. "Jesus Christ, Layne," she 


muttered, worry matted on her pale face. “You're skinny as fuck." 


He quickly looked away from her, walking closer to John after they entered the smoke room. When his 
cigarette was lit, he turned to see that Nicky was still there, eyes filled with what seemed like guilt. He 
watched her as John lit her cigarette. Marlboro Special Blend Light 100's. didn't know she liked the same 
brand, Layne thought to himself. He quickly looked away from her when he noticed her smiling back at him. 
He took a few quick drags on his cigarette, his other arm wrapped around his waist to quiet it from growling. 
He hadn't really ate this past week.he could blame it on the pain from his new dentures, but he knew it was 


just a lame excuse. He was lonely. And wanted boy € ice so fucking bad.. 


"Why are you avoiding me, Layne?" Nicky asked him. 


He looked back down at her, sighing when he saw the tears built in her eyes. He didn't know what to say. Plus 
the Valium was kicking in, making his brain fog. He finally figured out why Mike acted like a retard on the shit. 


Its because of what | told you, isn't it?" She whispered into his ear, her voice quivering. 


Layne sighed, taking another drag. His mind suddenly flashed that image of Demri from his dream again.his 
dead, rotting body..the maggots..his skin melting into the fabric of his couch.. He turned to her, wrapping his 
arms around her. Nicky's brow curled in confusion when she heard him crying. "I'm sorry," he muttered to 
her, holding her tighter. Nicky finally wrapped her arms around him, tearing up when she felt his rib cage. "It 
isn't you, Nicky..'m just scared.” 


"Scared of what.?" She asked, pulling away from him. She glared into those blood-shot eyes, watching him as 


he wiped the tears away from his face, sucking in more smoke from his cigarette. 


‘lm scared you'll turn on me," he muttered. Before Nicky could answer, he grabbed her close to him again 


"l'm sorry, Nicky," he murmured, stroking her hair. "l'm sorry." 


Its okay, Layne, | totally get it," she whispered into his ear, her hands on his waist. She rested her head 
against his chest, concern filling her up as she heard his stomach growl painfully. "I've had some fucked up 
relationships, too." She pulled back away from him, her hands resting on his sides, studying that ghostly pale, 
angular face. "Join me during breakfast? You need to eat, Layne..you're starving yourself.. | can help you, if 


you can't tell, I've gotten better." 


Layne smiled, resting his forehead against her's, blushing when she noticed his mouth full of new teeth. "I was 


just lonely is all," he murmured, wetting his lips. "I'l be fine." 


She smiled, grabbing his face and kissing him softly, not even caring if one of the PCAs spotted them. She 
then winked at Layne, who continued to glare at her. "Not gonna lie, Layne.. You do look way sexier with those 


teeth and that hair cut." 


He smirked, whirling her around so he could hold her € rest his head on her shoulder. "You're looking better, 
yourself.” his hand slid up to her chest, making her giggle and flick it away from her. "You actually have tits 


now. 


"Shut up, you perve," she joked, turning her head to kiss him on his cheek. "I'm glad you're willing to give my 


crazy ass another chance...” 


"And I'm glad you're allowing me to." 


Fuck Up 


Alex smirked over at Layne, who was sitting at the cafeteria table with him and Nicky, playing with his food. 
Nicky, of course, seemed to be doing the same. "Hey, Goat Man.skeletor," Alex whispered to them. 


They both turned to him, eyes narrowed. It had been a couple weeks since their "reunitement".and things had 
gone anything but better. Nicky quickly lost the weight she had put on. She was down to 80 pounds, but the 
nurses didn't know it because she stuffed heavy objects into her sweaters and tyed them around her ankles. 
Layne seemed to be following her path due to not being able to get his "fix". All he did was drink ensure, 
which wasn't enough for him to maintain the weight he was at. He was back down to IOO pounds, but wore 
layers of shirts € pants to keep warm. He didn't dare to go see Dr. Ryan again, not even if the doctor ordered 
it. He would simply threaten to call his lawyer € John was too gullible not to take it lightly. They both looked 
like worn out and pissed off drug fiending skeletons, their skin almost yellow at this point due to vitamin 
deficiency, their eyes frighteningly huge and sunken deep into their skulls. They wanted to get the fuck out of 
there. The group sessions were a JOKE and individual therapy just pissed Layne off and made him want to use 
even more. He refused to do "family therapy" with Sean, Jerry, and Mike. Layne didn't see the point in it. All 
they were going to do is say the same shit they've been telling him since 1993. He was tired of hearing it. 


"Ugh, what?" Layne muttered at Alex, his voice hoarse € tired. He immediately pinched the space between his 
eyebrows, grimacing. "Please don't be obnoxious right now, Alex? My head is killing me.." he whimpered, eyes 


turning to Nicky, who was stacking her potato wedges on top of one another. 


"Maybe if you sticks would EAT, you wouldn't have a head ache," Alex barked, though still smiling. He noticed 
the both of them glaring off into space again. It's almost impossible talking to these starving idiots, Alex 
thought to himself. He rolled his eyes and nudged Layne again, getting Layne to look down at what was in his 
hand. 


Layne's eyes suddenly shot to life, widening. He wetted his lips, feeling a smirk crease on his emaciated face. 


"How in the world did you get that..?" Layne whispered, eyes still on the PCA / nurse key card. 


Nicky suddenly seemed interested, leaning in to see the card herself. She immediately grinned, looking back 
over at Layne who was glaring back at her. "We can get out of here," she whispered to him, her weak voice 


drenched with excitement. 

"We have to do it tonight," Alex muttered to them, his eyes slanting back and forth to make sure none of the 
PCAs were near them. "On Friday's, they do really sloppy shift changes at night.l've watched it happen this 
past month... It's always at ll:45 at night. The PCAs all leave and the graveyard shifters don't even show up 
til 5 after midnight" 


Layne raised his brow. "We can't go out the exit door to the entrance.." 


Alex rolled his eyes. "That's why we're going to go through the smoke break room." 


"That's fucking genius,” Nicky squeaked quietly, squeezing Alex's hand. "It's technically outdoors, so we can 
climb over the wall with one of the benches...” 


"And it's right fucking there in the lounging area where our rooms are," Alex added, a devious smirk planted on 


his face. 
Layne raised a brow. "Let's fucking do it then.|'m tired of this hell hole." 


All three of them turned around, noticing all of the crazies and addicts were beginning to line up in the hallway 
outside of the cafeteria. Alex slid his key card he stole back into his pants pocket, getting up, winking at them. 
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They all went to their bedrooms when it hit I:30 pm. But they didn’t sleep. They were attentive, listening in 
on the PCAs, who were talking about leaving I5 minutes earlier (like usual) considering "there's no way any of 


the patients could escape without a key card, and it's virtually impossible for them to get it!" 


When they heard the PCAs beginning to shove their files away € exit the door, Layne's heart skipped. He 
crawled near his doorway, glancing over across the hallway to see Nicky smiling deviously back at him. He 


nodded, and they both ran to the smoke break room door, staying quiet. 


Layne searched the dark room, his heart fluttering in agitation. Right when he was about to complain to Nicky 
about Alex, Alex came jogging to the door. He slid the key quickly through the black lock box, all three of 


them exhaling with excitement when it opened. 


They ran to the ledge of the cement wall, Alex lifting Nicky up over it € shrugging and deciding it wouldn't be 
hard to lift Layne's tiny body over it, too. Layne € Nicky didn't even check to see if Alex made it over the 
ledge. They just ran through the field as fast as they could until they made it to the gas station across the 
road. the both of them collapsed onto the bench infront of the gas station door, eyes wide. 


"Holy..holy shit," Layne exclaimed, his huge sunken eyes falling down to look at Nicky. She giggled and wrapped 
her arms around him, kissing him roughly. "We're fycking out!" Layne continued, getting up and doing a dorky 


dance. 


his arm to get herself back up. She nodded at him to the pay phone across the way, the both of them 
walking over to it. She dropped a few quarters in it, winking at Layne. "Do you want to call one of your 


buds..?" 


Layne grinned devilishly, slicking his hair back "I've got a good old friend of mine..he's got some good shit, 


too--" 


".is that a good idea?" Nicky asked, brows furrowed. 
Layne laughed. "It's only a bad idea if we mainline. We'll be fine.” 
Nicky jumped up and down with excitement. "Oh FUCK YESI! What kinda shit does he got?!" 
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They were both naked, aside from underwear, lying down on the bed of the shitty motel Layne decided to pay 
to stay at for a night. Nicky scooted the night stand closer to her face, giggling as she cut herself another 
line € snorted it through a short straw. 


"Ay, save some for me," Layne murmured, his eyes red Ẹ lazy. He was stretched out on his back, head 
resting on the palms of his hands. All he could feel was extreme warmth from the drug..and relief. His 
muscles didn't hurt anymore. He even ordered pizza and ate some of it. Of course Nicky didn't, she just 


watched him in disgust, but he didn't care. He tried to talk the girl into eating but it was virtually impossible. 


Nicky whirled around to glare at Layne, whom was smiling sloppily up at her. She kissed him, rubbing the ribs 
that jutted out from him. "Never thought | would say it, but this is better than crystal," she muttered into 


his ear. 


He grabbed her, making her giggle as he easily picked her up and made her straddle him. "H is even better 


with speed, babe. We'll get some tomorrow," he said to her, kissing her along her neck. 
"Funny how much rehab helps us, huh?" She asked him, running her hands down his torso. 


He laughed, rolling to get on top of her, kissing her € nibbling on her lower lip. "Those doctors don't fucking 


understand us. Heck, no one does." 


She raised her brows, those bloodshot eyes beaming into his. Her bony hand felt down the side of him until it 
reached his hip bones, where it clumsily groped his throbbing crotch. She bit her lip when she caught him 
grinning, those dope eyes rolling into the back of his head. "We understand each other, that's what matters,” 
she muttered to him, attempting to slip his boxers off of him. He laughed at her sad attempt, yanking them 
off himself. He then bit the fabric of Nicky's panties, slipping them off with ease. “Take it we're FINALLY 
gonna fuck?!" Nicky shrieked, giggling as she watched him turn back to the night stand and do a couple lines. 


He turned back to her, yanking her bra off. He fought a grimace when he saw all of the bones pleading out 
from her skin. "Yes, babe.." He wrapped his arms around her, grinning widely when he heard her shriek with 
pleasure when he thrusted into her. "Fucking on heroin for the first time is just like poppin your cherry in 
high school." He murmured, giggling. 


"Mmmm..." she muttered, holding him tight. 


The Relapse Unfolds 


Layne € Nicky woke up to doing the last few lines of heroin they had. Before jumping into the shower, Layne 
phoned his "good old friend’ to make sure he had crystal € more H. Of course he did. To make the wait less 
unbearable / lengthy, Nicky coaxed Layne into some nice shower sex.. He honestly wasn't even that attracted 
to her. He found her personality to be different € intriguing..but having to fuck her from behind was 
nauseating. He had to close his eyes and think of Demri in order to get off. Nicky was too skeletal, too sick 
looking. Every time he tried to look at her while they had meaningless "fuck sessions" (as Nicky enjoys calling 
them, considering they're "therapeutic’) he kept thinking of ways of how to get her stubborn ass to eat. 


Layne immediately jumped out of the shower, not even caring if he finished Nicky off, when he heard the 
pound on the door of his motel room. He quickly toweled himself dry € threw on his pants, running towards 
the door. He opened it, grinning at the familiar face. 


"Come on in, man," Layne told him, gesturing his arm to the motel room. He watched his dealer as he quickly 
walked into the door, grabbing the remote of the TV set € turning it on with the volume halfway up. He then 
turned to the night stand, unzipping his huge trench coat, pulling out the bags of crystal meth € heroin. 


His pale, thin face turned to Layne, those dark green eyes smiling at him. "Where's the spoons, dude?" 


Layne shook his head, cracking his knuckles anxiously. "Nah, Jordan, | don't do shit like that anymore." he said 
to him, turning to the restroom door when it opened. Nicky's skeleton body was wrapped loosely in one of the 


yellow motel towels. 


She smiled over at Jordan. "Hey..sorry, didn't think you'd come so soon." she apologized, blushing, turning to 
her clothes that were on the bed. She grabbed that huge black sweater ¢ her child-sized jeans € scurried 


back into the restroom. 


Jordan gave Layne a look. "Where in the heck did you meet her..?" he whispered to him, eyes wide. "Is she on 


a hunger strike or something?" 


Layne rolled his eyes, taking a seat on the bed. "Let's smoke the crystal, ay? You gotta pipe or something.. 
Ill pay you for it dude.." he muttered to Jordan, his eyes glaring at the bag. 


Jordan shrugged, taking out a crack pipe € packing it with the meth, taking a hit from it. His pupils within that 
dark green haze immediately shrank, his eyes wide, passing it to Layne. "This shit is strong, L," he told him, 
watching him as he lit the pipe. “Better tell that to Miss Skellington.don't want her to have a stroke or 


something...” 


Layne laughed at him as he exhaled, passing him back the pipe. "Shut the fuck up, dude. | met her in rehab. 


She's cool." 


Jordan shrugged as he took another hit. He eyed the bathroom door as it swung back open, Nicky's twig body 
skipping over to the bed Ẹ plopping next to Layne, giving him a soft kiss. She took the pipe from Jordan and 
took a nice long rip from it, Jordan glaring back at Layne, appearing scared. Nicky noticed it, laughing. "What, 
you think I've never smoked ice before?" She blurted at the drug dealer, her pupils now tiny in those turquoise 
eyes. "I used to mainline the shit." 


Layne laughed, raising a brow over at Jordan who was now blushing. Layne took the pipe from Nicky, taking 
one last hit € allowing her to take a few more as Jordan € him poured out a bit of H The powder was white 
this time. Pure, good shit. Layne was already tweaking from the meth, but his excitement seemed to rise 
even more as he cut a few lines with his driver's license card € snorted a few through a new straw Jordan 


had cut in half. 


Nicky giggled, telling Layne to move so she could do a few lines herself. Eventually all three of them were 
fucked up, Nicky running around gathering motel towels € soaps and tossing them into her back pack. Layne Ẹ 
Jordan just kind of nodded off, watching a stupid cooking show on the TV while smoking their cigarettes, still 
pausing to do a line or two of H. 


"Shit," Layne suddenly grumbled, glaring up at the clock, realizing his drug dealer has been hanging with them 
for the past 2 hours. He got up from the bed, handing Jordan the cash he owed him. “Sorry, man, but you 
gotta go.. One of my best friends is coming over in about 30 minutes and if he sees all of this.." he gestured 
to the drugs € paraphernalia splayed out on the night stand, turning back to Jordan. "He'll be livid. Sorry 


man... 


Jordan shrugged, pulling out his sunglasses from his trench coat € disguising his dope eyes. "No worries, 
Layne, | get it," he nodded over at Nicky, who was still rummaging through the motel to steal whatever she 
could. "Nice meeting you, Nicky." 


She smiled, standing up from the carpeted floor. "Was nice to meet you, too." 


"Eat some cheeseburgers," he suddenly growled, smiling when he noticed Layne giving him that look again. He 
shrugged again. "What? Your girl needs to fucking eat" 


"Just get the fuck out, dude," Layne growled, pushing him out the door. He turned to Nicky, who had tears in 
her eyes. She slumped down on the bed, glaring at her hands, that black € dark red hair covering her face. 

Layne sighed, cleaning up the powder on the night stand € hiding the bags € crack pipe deep into his backpack 
He turned back to her, noticing she was trembling. When he wrapped his arm around her to comfort her, he 


heard her sobbing. "Why are you crying, babe..?" Layne muttered, pressing his forehead against her's. 
‘Im tired of people degrading me like that," she muttered, her tone sounding more angry than upset. 
Layne sighed again, digging out one of his cigarettes from his pocket Ẹ lighting it. He glared over at the clock. 


IO more minutes and he'll be here..fuck, Layne thought to himself, getting up and going through his backpack 
"Do you have sunglasses, babe?" he asked Nicky, putting on his own sunglasses € turning to her. 


Her face was red with anger as she crossed her arms. "You don't give a shit, do you? Just like EVERY other 


guy... 

Layne walked up to her with another pair of sunglasses, slipping them on her face € kissing her. "Of course | 
care," he whispered to her, gently stroking her hair out of her face. "And Jordan didn't mean anything by what 
he said.. When he gets fucked up, he tends to be a little more blunt than usual. He was just showing concern is 
all." 

She fumbled with her sunglasses, biting her lip. "Concern..2" 

Layne handed her a cig € lit it for her, smirking at her. "Well, yeah, Nicky. mean you only weigh 80 pounds--" 
"18, actually," she interrupted, a devilish grin on her face. She watched Layne as he lifted his glasses from his 
face, eyeing her with worry. "I checked it this morning before you woke up..at the little gym they have near 


the dining area here.." 


Layne shook his head, quickly letting his glasses fall back down to cover his dope eyes. "What the fuck, Nicky? 


You need to eat... 


She shrugged, taking a long drag from her cigarette. "Easier said than done." she finally answered, exhaling the 


smoke. 


"You're eating today," Layne barked, grabbing his cologne € going around the room spraying it (to cover up the 
smell of dope). He then sprayed himself € turned to spray Nicky, who giggled and ran away. 


"Im not smelling like a man!" Nicky bellowed, still laughing, 

"Well you can't smell like dope, shit." 

She turned to her black backpack, shaking her body spray at him. 'I have my own smelly stuff" 

Layne grinned as he watched her spray it all over her body. He suddenly jumped when he heard the loud 
knocking on the motel door. He nodded at Nicky, letting her know to play it cool, taking another drag from his 


cigarette as he turned to the door and opened it. 


He was shocked to see Mike standing next to Jerry. He smiled, analyzing how stoned they both looked. "Hey, 
you STONERS, come on in," Layne muttered to them, opening the door more so they could walk in 


"So you guys must be those oh so BAD ASS rockstars Layne's been telling me about," Nicky slurred, giggling. 


Layne's face scorched hot when he noticed Jerry giving him a look of disapproval. Still, Jerry was kind enough 


to shake Nicky's hand and introduce himself. Mike just stood there, glaring at Layne pointedly. 


"Why didn't you tell us you got discharged yesterday afternoon?” Mike asked Layne, his brows creased with 
curiosity. 


Layne sighed, scratching his scalp. He knew he couldn't bluff to Mike.but he had to. "I knew you guys were 
probably busy in the studio, so | just walked over here and got us a room to stay the night” 


Mike raised his brow, smirking and nodding over at Nicky. "Did you pick her up on the way, then.?" 
Nicky stood up, smiling at Mike. "We both got discharged at the same time." 

Mike blinked, his eyes still on Layne. He studied the vocalists skinny frame, making Layne blush when he 
realized he forgot to put on his sweater to conceal his body. "You've lost.A LOT of weight, Layne," Mike 


blurted, his voice drenched with disappointment. 


Layne wetted his lips, glaring over at Nicky. His fingers nervously fumbled with the rims on his sunglasses. 


"Golly geeeee, Mike.. You sound so PROUD of me, considering I'm SOBER now and all.” 


Mike walked up to Layne, yanking his sunglasses off. He laughed when he saw that Layne had his eyes squealed 
shut. "Are you SOBER, Layne? Huh? Open up your fucking eyes." 


Jerry walked over to Layne, an angry look pinched on his face. "yeah, Layne, why are you closing your eyes?" 


Layne grunted, sheepishly opening them up. He studied the disappointment on his friend's faces. "What?" he 
asked them dumbly. 


Mike shook his head. "You fucked up, didn't you?!" 
Jerry stomped over to Nicky € took her sunglasses off, looking to see they were just as red Ẹ glassy as 
Layne's. He shot a look back at Layne. "WHAT THE FUCK, L?!" Jerry shouted, his hands curling into fists. 
"When are you going to SNAP out of this CRAP?!" 


Layne rolled his eyes. "We're not high, you tards..we couldn't get much sleep last night, you know how motel 


room beds are--" 
"That's the lamest excuse I've heard from you YET," Mike growled, shaking his head. 


Jerry stomped over to the door of Layne's motel room, nodding over at Mike. "Come on, let's go. He'll never 


fucking learn" 
Mike nodded his head in agreement, starting to walk to the door. 


"WAIT!" Layne shrieked, his eyes watering. 


They both sighed, turning around and looking at him. 


let me make it up to you." Layne muttered, biting his lip. 


H's Hard to Start Things Over 


Please.. Lemme make it up to you?" Layne repeated to Mike € Jerry, tears rolling down his thin face. His 
sloppy dope eyes slunk over to Nicky, who just stood there like a deer in headlights. Layne turned back to his 
friends, who just glared at him like he was an unwanted cockroach. He covered his face, leaning against the wall, 


sobbing. "Please..please give me another chance.. | can't be alone.please.." He begged them. 


Jerry sighed, walking over to Layne, resting his palm on the man's back. "I love you like a brother," Jerry 
started, watching Layne as he removed his hand to look at him, those red eyes filled with despair. Jerry 
couldn't handle witnessing the pain € made himself look down at his converses, running a shaky hand through 
his long blonde hair. His brow curled with dismay. "I'm going to be honest, Layne.. | don't know what the fuck to 
DO anymore with you. | don't know what | could do to get you to stop. You always seem to find a way to 


manipulate the situation--" 


"You're like a borderline motherfucking SOCIOPATH" Mike spat, stomping over to Layne. He didn't even show any 
concern on his outraged face when he noticed the distraught look on Layne's face. "You lie to everyone. Even 


your fucking self." 


Layne shook his head, leaning his back against the motel wall € sliding down to the floor, choking back tears. "| 


don't mean to lie." he whimpered. 


Mike shook his head, crouching down on his knees to get a good look at Layne. "Yes you fucking do. You do so 
you can continue to get fucked up on JUNK," he turned and pointed at Nicky. "And what's with this scrawny 


little BITCH, huh?! She another excuse for you to use?! Is she your new Demri?!" 


"WHAT THE FUCK!" Nicky screamed, running over to Mike. She smacked him across the face, tears escaping her 
ocean eyes. "You take that back!" 


Mike laughed mockingly at her, shaking his head. "You have no idea what you're getting into, little girl. Layne is 
a fucking NUTCASE:" 


Suddenly Mike was on the ground, Layne's bone hands clenched tight around his bronze neck. "HOW DARE YOU 
BRING THAT SHIT UP YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE! Layne screamed. 


Mike easily wrestled out of Layne's grip € punched Layne right in his lip, it splitting. Blood spewed all over the 
wall, making Nicky scream. "I BRING IT UP BECAUSE YOURE TOO PUSSY TO FACE THAT PAIN AND FUCKING 
DEAL WITH IT!" Mike shouted, pushing Layne up against the wall and holding him against it with his blood- 
drenched hands. "INSTEAD YOU GET YOUR JUNK! Like any other fucking loser.” 


Layne laughed hysterically, "what about you, Mary POPPINS?!" He screamed at him. He kneed Mike in his 
crotch, making the brunette grumble in pain and stumble to the floor. Layne reached into Mike's jacket pocket 
€ pulled out the orange prescription bottle, shaking it infront of Mike's beat-red face. "What PAIN are you 


stuffing away, hey?! You make it out like I'm this big old HORRIBLE drug addict.meanwhile, behind the scenes, 
you pop this SHIT LIKE CANDYII!" Layne stomped over to the restroom, ignoring Nicky's shrieks at him to chill 
out. Mike came running behind him, but it was too late. The pills were flushed. 


"YOU FUCKII What the FUCK!" Mike screamed in the restroom, glaring Layne up and down. 


Layne smiled deviously, the blood from his bursted lip dripping all over his bare skin "What, you're not an 
ADDICT, are you, Mike?!" Layne mocked, laughing evilly. His eyes widened when he watched Mike stumble over 
to his backpack. 


Mike turned to him, holding up the baggies of meth £ heroin. "Yeah..? Just couldn't SLEEP last night," he turned 
to Nicky, eyeing her like she was a pile of shit, "right, you little skeleton? You just couldn't sweeeeeep.' 


Layne ran over to Mike, hands clenched in fists, eyeing him down, murder on his mind. "Don't touch my SHIT, 


you're NOT my friend." 


Mike turned to Jerry, who just stood there, tears running down his face. "Come on, Jerry, lets fucking LEAVE!" 
Mike demanded, dropping the bags of dope € immediately stomping out the door, slamming it behind him. 


Jerry shook his head, eyeing Layne. "Oh my fucking god." Jerry muttered, rubbing his temples. 


Layne fell to the floor, bawling. Nicky ran to the restroom, coming back out with a wet towel. She dabbed his 
bleeding lip, tears running down her face. Layne glared up at Jerry, who just stood there, his eyes seeming to 
plead at Layne. "Well, aren't you going to ditch on me like everyone else in my life?" Layne muttered to Jerry, 


his voice weak È sad. 


Jerry shook his head, running into the restroom € bringing another wet towel over, wiping the blood off of 
Layne's scrawny torso. "l'm not giving up on you, L," he said, holding back his tears. "You still moving in with 
me, right? If so. could try to help you out there.. | know now that rehab doesn't work for you and that's 
okay.. | think you just need friends and family, L. You've been alienating yourself for too long." 


Layne broke down bawling again, resting his arm on Jerry's shoulder. "I'm so sorry," he wheezed, "I don't know 


why | can't stay fucking sober.. | just.! can't Jerry | can't stand these thoughts, these feelings..." 


Jerry shook his head, smirking sadly at Layne. "I know why you can't, Layne. And | can help you," he glanced 
over at Nicky, who nervously looked back at him. "I can help you, too, Nicky.. | mean, you're my best friend's 
girl, right?" 


Layne softly smiled up at Nicky, nodding at her. "She's my girl. Yeah, she has problems like me.. Actually, Nicky, 


you're the first person I've met that actually shares the same traits | do..” 


Nicky sighed with relief, tears still rolling down her face. "So l'm not just your ‘Bitch to use for an excuse to 
use..2" 


Jerry laughed, shaking his head at Nicky. "Mike was just frustrated with Layne. The two of them fight like a 


freaking married couple." 


Layne grinned, slowly getting up with the help of Nicky € Jerry. "So.we heading over to your place..?" He asked 
Jerry. 


Jerry nodded, turning to Nicky € noticing the worried look on her face. "Don't worry, Nicky. Mike drove himself 
here, he probably drove off back to his place--" 


"More like his fucking drug dealer's," Layne spat. 


Jerry rolled his eyes. "Come on, Layne, ENOUGH" He eyed the baggies of meth € H on the ground, turning back 
to Layne who had his eyes on them. "You know, I'm going to have to flush those down the toilet, right?" 


More tears rolled down Layne's face as he glared back up at Jerry. "Can't..can't we keep a little?" 


Jerry glared over at Nicky. "Take Layne to my truck.it's the red dodge," he handed her the key. "I'll get your 
guys’ stuff, okay?" 


She nodded, heading out the door. 


Jerry sighed, hands on his hips, staring at the bags of drugs. 


Depression 


Nicky jotted up from the bed, yanking Layne's arms that were still tightly wrapped around her. Sweat 
continued to ooze out of her pores as she violently tried to take in another breath of air, tears squeezing out 


as she shut her eyes. 


Layne glanced up at her, slowly sitting up when he noticed the terrified expression scribbled all over her gaunt 
gray face. "Nicky?" he whispered to her. She didn't answer, just sat there like a statue, eyes wide. Her thin 
black € red hair was tangled and matted, some of it caught in her eyebrow rings. Layne sighed, reaching over 
and de-tangling the locks from her eyebrow. He wrapped his arm around her tiny body, concern drenching his 
thin face. "Nicky, whats wrong?" He asked her again 


She glanced over at him, blinking. She shook her head € ran to the restroom door on the other side of the 
bedroom. Layne walked over, leaning his head against the door to hear the sounds of dry retching. He turned 
the knob Ẹ swung it open, his eyes huge when he noticed she was curled over the toilet, two fingers jabbed 
down her throat. Yellow bile spewed from her mouth € splashed into the toilet bowl, making Layne run over 
to her and wrap his arms around her. She shrieked, squirming in his arms but she was too weak to break 


free from him, sobbing as he carried her back to the bed and held her tight. 


"Why are you doing this Nicky.." Layne muttered, sniffling back tears. "Please tell me.did | do something 
wrong? What's going on." 


They had only been at Jerry's house for two days now. It was a nice place. 2 stories--Layne € Nicky had 
the top floor € Jerry had the first. It had 3 bedrooms, 2 of them for the 3 of them to sleep and the other 
one for storage. 2 full bathrooms with showers, a big eat-in kitchen, and a decent sized living room. Jerry 
assumed the both of them would be happy sharing such a nice place, but he had no idea what it was like to be 
a full on drug addict. The couple would never be happy.unless they scored. 


"Nicky, PLEASE.please just talk to me," Layne continued, holding her tighter. He whimpered when he felt her 
bones jut into him, brows curling in fear. "You keep losing weight..you never eat, yet | catch you purging? 


Please..please just tell me what's going on." 


"T4 pounds now," she muttered, turning to see that Layne was glaring back with sorrow in those blue eyes. 
She sighed, rolling onto her other side to look at him. "lm sorry.. Just had a bad dream, happens every once 
in a while," she scowled when she tried to swallow, her throat burning. "Purging calms me down.! would get 


high but.. Well, you know..” 


Layne sat up and reached over to his side of the bed, grabbing his dentures from his night stand and popping 
them in. He turned back to her, studying her figure. His body shook with anger, having to look away, 
remembering what Alex, the sociopath from rehab, told him about Nicky. She looked like an Ethiopian zombie. 
Alex wasn't over exaggerating. Layne glanced back at her, keeping his eyes on her turquoise ones, trying his 


best not to look at the rest of her. She looked like death. 


"What was your dream about?" Layne asked her, wrapping his arms around her again. Her skin felt like ice. 


"| don't wanna talk about it," she muttered. More tears escaped her eyes, making her roll onto her back, 


resting the palm of her hand into the deep crook of her ribs. 
Layne sighed, sitting back up, glaring at the restroom. "Was it about your father." 


He heard her weep, making him turn back to her, tears now standing in his own eyes as he analyzed her 
wasted body. "Yes," she moaned, covering her face with her hands. 


Layne easily scooped her up from the bed € rested her body along his lap, his hand supporting her head. "You 
know, that's done and over with now. You need to move on," he urged her, wiping her tears away from her 
face with the sleeve of his sweater. He sighed as he watched her continue to sob. “Nicky.. You need to eat. 
You look like you're going to die," he continued, his head falling against her flat bony chest, crying. "Please dear 
god Nicky fucking EAT something today..you're scaring me... 


"I need to get high," she growled, irritated. She forced her weak body to sit back up, looking back at Layne. 
She sighed when she studied the worry on his face. "Anything..ill take or smoke anything.. | can't eat when I'm 


sober, it freaks me out." 
Layne's brow raised, thinking of Jerry. "I think Jer has some weed." 
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They both clumped down the stairs, glaring into the living room. It was so smokey in there, Layne could barely 
make out Jerry's figure on the stool next to his coffee table. They both just heard the bluesy acoustic guitar 
riffs. Layne breathed in the smoke once they tapped into the living room, a smile curling on his bony face 
when he smelled the reefer. He lead Nicky to the couch Ẹ sat down next to her, grabbing a smoke out of his 
pack that sat next to Jerry's Marlboro reds. 


Jerry stopped playing his acoustic, smiling over at Layne, grabbing his glass pipe ¢ taking another hit. "Sup, L?" 
He asked him when he exhaled the marijuana smoke. 


Layne smoothly took the bowl from Jerry, setting his cigarette down in the ashtray and toking up. He coughed 
softly as he passed the bowl over to Nicky, shrugging. "Not much, dude. Waking up briiiight and early." 


Jerry laughed at him, glaring over at his clock on his VCR under his television set. "Its ten minutes til one," 
he said, standing up and hanging his banged up epiphone guitar on the wall next to his white electric. 


Layne grinned, watching Nicky as she kept puffing on the glass pipe. "Still early for me, anyways." 


"Mike called," Jerry stated, taking a seat back down on the stool. He eyed Nicky, tilting his head at her, 


reaching out his hand. She laughed and passed him the bowl. 
‘ls he still PMSing?" Layne blurted, annoyance written all over his face. 


Jerry rolled his eyes, passing him the bowl. "He's over it. | told him the both of you have been clean from 
the hard shit since you got here." 


Layne handed Nicky the bowl, wrapping his arm around her shoulders. "Is he coming over or what? Why are 
you telling me this?" 


Jerry lit a cigarette, shaking his head at Nicky when she attempted to hand him his pipe. "Nah, l'm good, 
Nicky, you guys go ahead," he soothed. He looked back at Layne, studying him through the smog of smoke. 
"He just wanted me to tell you that he's sorry for going ape shit” 


Layne laughed, grabbing his cigarette. He hit boxed it for a minute, giving Nicky a pointed look. "Oh yeah?" He 
muttered, morbidly amused. "Is he still flying around with his magical umbrella, teaching kids nursery 


rhymes?" 
Jerry couldn't help but to laugh. "Could you stop comparing him to Mary Poppins? What the heck?" 


Layne shrugged, giving Nicky his half smoked cigarette when he noticed she was done toking off the pipe. 
"Could you blame me? He punched me in the fucking face," Layne pointed to the healing wound on his lower lip, 
‘and dissed my girlfriend. Plus he was being a raging hypocrite." 


Jerry sighed, getting back up and tapping into the kitchen "Do you guys want some eggs or something?!" He 
called out, the sounds of pans clashing through the room. 


Layne glared over at Nicky, who grimly nodded, taking a long drag from the cigarette. He turned back to the 
opening of the kitchen. "Surel" He called out to Jerry, smiling back at Nicky. He wrapped his arms around her, 
kissing her on her long scrawny neck. "I'm proud of you, babe," he whispered into her ear, resting his head on 


her shoulder. 


She sighed, stubbing out the cigarette and turning to him. "I don't know how I'm going to keep this up unless | 
smoke herb." she muttered, shocked to see that Layne was still smiling back at her. 


‘Its okay, we'll play it by ear," he finally responded. He reached in and gave her a long kiss. 


"Geeze, come on guys, go To your room if you're gonna do that crap," Jerry growled, walking back into the 


room. 


Layne peered up at him, smiling when he noticed his friend was just joking. "Thought you wouldn't be able to 
see us, considering this place has somehow morphed into a fucking SMOKE HOUSE," he jeered at Jerry, 


watching the skinny blonde as he cracked open the living room windows. "I need to get you a rasta man hat," 


Layne went on. 


Nicky giggled, cuddling close to Layne and resting her head on his chest. "We should go to the head shop in 
town and buy him one," she said, still laughing. 


Jerry smiled at them, shaking his head. "Two peas in a fucking pod,’ he muttered, walking back into the kitchen 
when he heard the pan on the stove top sizzling. 


Layne licked his lips when he took in the aroma of fried eggs € bacon, gently stroking Nicky's hair. Curiosity 
suddenly came across his face. "What's your natural hair color, anyways, babe?" He asked Nicky. 


She smiled up at him, running her fingers through his hair. "Dirty blonde." 
Layne laughed, biting his lip. "AY, JER!" He called out. He laughed when he heard Jerry groan, 


"What now?!" Jerry shouted from the kitchen. 


"You finally got what you wanted! Two hot blondes!" Layne yelled, grinning and winking at Nicky. "All you need 


is a limo, dude, then you'll be set!" 
Layne smiled wider when he heard Jerry's laugh. "Only issue is that one has a DICK!" Jerry finally called out. 
"Didn't bother you when you were wrestling with Sean," Layne went on, smirking as he watched Nicky laugh. 


"When the heck did this gay shit all start?!" Nicky shrieked, still laughing. She rolled onto her back, those 


stoned eyes falling closed. "Shit," she muttered to Layne. "I forgot how tired weed makes me." 


"And hungry, | hope?" Layne asked, leaning in and kissing her. He smiled wide when he watched her nod her 


head. "Good." 
"Your food is ready!" Jerry called out. 


They both slumped into the kitchen, sitting at the table where their plates were already made, glasses of 
orange juice set next to them. Layne smirked, lifting his glass of orange juice over at Jerry. "Got any vodka?" 
he asked Jerry, laughing when he saw the pissed off look scorch the blonde's face. "l'm just kidding, dude.." 
Layne said apologetically, taking a sip from his juice. He glanced over at Nicky, relief fluttering in his chest as 
he watched her eat all 4 pieces of her bacon. That's the most he's ever seen her eat.. 


Nicky looked up at Layne, blushing when she noticed he was smiling at her. ".what?" she asked, mid-chew. She 
turned to where Jerry was, realizing he had left the room € was playing Super Mario Brother World on his 
Super Nintendo. 


Layne gripped her hand that was resting on the table, making her glance back at her. "This is nice," he 


muttered to her, letting go of her hand so he could bite into his toast. 


She sighed, gulping down some of her juice and staring out the window. Her eyes grew wide when she glared 


back down at her plate. 
"Come on, you can do it," Layne reassured her, keeping his eyes on his own food. "You need to." 


She quickly shoveled the rest of her food into her mouth, gulping down the rest of her orange juice. When 
she got up from the table, she jumped, seeing Layne standing in her way. 


"You're not going to the restroom," Layne growled, narrowing his eyes at her. He nodded to her seat at the 
table, watching her as she grimly sat back down, resting her head into the palm of her hand and glaring out 
the window. 


"You want me fat," she spat at him, anger glowing pink on her sunken cheeks. 

Layne grabbed his empty plate € rinsed it off at the sink, turning back to the table, grabbing Nicky's. His eyes 
glared back into her's. "No | don't," he grumbled, turning around and rinsing off her plate. "I just don't want 
you to DIE is all.” 


Nicky fidgeted uncomfortably in her chair. "I feel like I'm going to throw up," she squeaked. 


Layne sighed, keeping his eyes on her as he slumped over to the entrance of the living room. "Jerry?" He 


called out, making the guitarist jump and pause his video game. 


"Yeah?" He asked, turning to look at Layne, confusion splattered on his face when he noticed that the vocalist 
wasn't even looking at him, instead keeping his eyes on his emaciated girlfriend. Jerry could tell she had issues 
with eating from the first day they moved into his place. She never ate and when she noticed that him or 
Layne was eating, she always had this look of horror in her eyes. 


"Do you have pepto or something?" Layne asked. He motioned his arm to Nicky, quickly glancing over at him. 


"She's..nauseous." 


Jerry nodded. "Yeah, there's some in the fridge door," he answered. He turned around and went back to 


gaming out. 
Layne glared over at Nicky. "Well, go take some pepto.." He said, holding out his hand. 


She sighed, annoyed that she couldn't purge, taking his hand and getting up. “Can | just go back to bed," she 


grumbled, disappointment masking her pale face. 


Layne nodded, taking her hand and going up the stairs with her. He watched her as she held her stomach 


uncomfortably, lying down in a fetal position on the bed. He sat down next to her, sadness overcoming him as 


he watched her cry. "I know this is hard, Nicky.but you need to do this. For yourself” 
"| don't give a shit about myself," she whimpered, covering her face with her arm. "I feel huge." 


Layne shook his head. "I don't understand how you can feel fat, Nicky, you look." He sighed, rubbing his 


temples. "You look like a skeleton. Honestly, | find it really unattractive.." 
She shot him a look of distaste. "You think I'm ugly?!" She shrieked, sitting up. 


"No, | think your face is gorgeous." Layne's eyes swept her skeleton frame. "But you don't have a 


BODY..you're just bone--" 

"So are you," she spat, insulted, 

Layne wrapped his arms around her, "I care about you.. | don't like it that you weigh as much as an 
elementary school kid, | want you to be healthy," he soothed, lightly kissing her cheek. "And yeah, | know I'm 
too skinny.. I'm working on it, too. We can work on it together.” 

"I just want to purge please let me throw up | can't stand this shit!" She shrieked, trying to escape his arms. 
Layne bit back his tears. He wished he could shoot up some heroin right now. His mind filled with images of 
the bags in the motel room.. "JERRY!" Layne screamed, biting his lip, hoping his friend could hear him. He 
sighed with relief when he heard Jerry tap up the stairs and lean in the doorway to their room. 

"What's up?" Jerry asked, his brows furrowed with concern when he noticed that Nicky was crying. 

"| know you saved some back-up," Layne moaned, arms wrapped around Nicky tight as he gave jerry a look. 
Jerry sighed, reaching into his pants pocket and tossing the bag of white powder in it. There was only a tiny 
bit left in it. “There's only enough left for one more high in there," Jerry growled, watching the two of them 
as they smiled, Layne picking up the bag and opening it. "You know, this will be the last time, Layne." 

Layne nodded nonchalantly at Jerry, ignoring the curse words that escaped his friends mouth as he stomped 
down the stairs. "We can only do a little bit, babe," Layne said, pouring a quarter sized pile on her night stand. 


"We gotta stretch this out." 


Nicky grinned, running over to her purse to get out her driver's license and a dollar bill. She rolled up the bill 


and cut herself a line.. 
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The two of them ended up doing the entire bag anyways. They were naked, catching their breath after having 
sex. Layne held her as she curled up to him, her arms wrapped tight around his waste. 


"Who's Demri..2" Nicky randomly asked, her dope eyes slinking up to peer at Layne. 


He immediately sat up, pulling his jeans on. "We should eat dinner," he mumbled, staring at his alarm clock. It 


was 5 pm. 

"Who's Demri?!" Nicky pushed, sitting up on the bed. She pulled her sweater on, leaning over to grab her black 
leggings and tug them on. She sighed in frustration when she didn't get an answer from him. She curled her 
knees up to her chest. "You loved her, didn't you? Was she PERFECT? Was she better than me?" 

Layne spun around, tears dropping down his face. "She's dead, okay?" 


Nicky sniffled, holding back her tears. "Why are you with me..2 Am | like your REBOUND or something?" 


Layne rolled his eyes. "She died b years ago, Nicky. | don't want to talk about it, okay? She was fucked up. 


Even crazier than you." 
She snarled. "Oh, so IM crazy and you're Mr. Perfect, huh?" 
Layne fell onto his back on the bed, closing his eyes. "I'm anything but perfect..look at me." He bore his arm 


out at her that was covered in those nasty track marks, pulling out his dentures. "She's the reason why | 
almost died." 


Haunted Memories 


Nicky studied his bone thin, scarred arms as they reached up closer to her on the bed Tears struck her 
cheeks as they fell to his angular face that was filled with grief. She tried to speak, but nothing came out, 
watching Layne as he forced his underweight body to sit back up and pop his dentures back in. 


"We were bad for each other," Layne finally said, his back still facing her. 


She continued to cry, running her hand along the vertebrae that jutted painfully from his sheet-white skin. "lm 
not that much better than her then." 


He turned his head, those pretty blue eyes analyzing her. His face burnt red, wishing there was just one more 
line of heroin left on Nicky's night stand. He turned back away from her, glaring at his gnarly track marks on 
his forearms. "You are better than her.." he stated, gulping back tears. 


"How the fuck am | better than her?! | helped you escape rehab. | enabled you to fucking relapse. |.." Nicky 
stopped herself, covering her face. "You deserve better, Layne. 


Layne turned around, grabbing her and making her lie on her side so he could spoon with her. "Demri ended up 
being a prostitute," he muttered, his hand resting on the ledge of her rib cage. He had to look away from the 
bones that protruded from her, keeping his focus on that beautiful face. She reminded him of a fractured 
porcelain doll..beautiful, graceful, smart, most likely talented.but broken. "She didn't give a shit about me in the 
end. She cheated on me for drugs. | wanted to get clean with her and she fucking lied to me and went out and 
sold her body for fucking drugs. She blamed me for the habit she had developed, blamed me for her having to 
spread her legs in order to get high because | refused to fork over the dough. She beat me. She always 
brought up my father, telling me | was just like him.knowing that was the number one thing | didn't want to 
be. She used my weaknesses against me so she could try to manipulate me into getting her dope. She didn't 


care at all" He stopped himself from continuing, breaking down in tears, nudging his face against Nicky's neck. 


She turned to him, pecking him on his cheek € stroking his face. "Calm down, Layne," she whispered between 
more kisses. He squeezed his eyes shut, embarrassed by his own actions. "Layne it's okay.!'m sorry for 
bringing her up. It's just after what Mike said--" 


"Mike doesn't know shit," Layne wavered, curling closer to her. He exhaled shakily, opening his eyes to study 
those beautiful, unique, vampire like eyes Nicky had. They seemed to glow, they were so bright. "The only 
person in my life that knows about me is Jer.. Listen to him. Not Sean or Mike. The two of them are really 
annoyed with me. | can't say | blame them but they'll never understand. Plus they're both addicts themselves. 
They just won't fucking ADMIT to it, instead they'll take out their own frustrations about their addictions on 
me. All because | canceled touring with them in the 10's to try to better myself" 


Nicky shook her head, disgusted. "Why do you still consider them friends, then?" 


Layne scowled at himself. "They're trying to help me the best way they can. Just like Jer..they're just not level 
headed like Jer because they're too fucked up on their drug of choice." He sighed, stroking Nicky's hair out of 
her face. "Don't you ever think that | deserve better than you. You remind me of myself..you remind me that 
there's still hope. You're the only person I've been with that doesn't treat me like shit.that doesn't blame the 
music industry from my addictions.. You get it. And you're faithful. And you're fucking beautiful. You're helping 


me more than you know..." 


Nicky smiled, fighting her tears as she watched his sad eyes smile back at her. She hugged him tight, kissing 
him along his collarbone. "You're the only person that hasn't called me stupid or shallow for having an eating 
disorder," she started, biting her lip and looking back at him. He was stroking her hair, smiling softly as tears 
slowly rolled down his sunken cheeks. "Only person that actually got me to eat..and not purge. You have no idea 


how scary this is for me--" 

"Yes | do," Layne reassured her, wetting his lips. "I've never had to suffer from something like that, but | get 
it. | understand what it's like to believe you don't deserve anything.. To hate yourself, to lie to yourself. To 
believe the only thing you truly deserve is self destruction.” He sighed, glaring at his own body, disgust 
overcoming him as he analyzed how terribly underweight he was. "Shit, guess | was starving myself in rehab.. | 


didn't know what else to do, | just couldn't get my mind off dope..” 


Nicky grabbed his face again so he could look back at her. "I starve because | want to look unattractive." She 
admitted, studying the worry in his eyes. "I'm tired of being treated like a piece of meat" 


"My god, Nicky," Layne moaned, brows crinkled with distress. "Just because you've been raped doesn't mean 
you should punish yourself." 


She shrugged, crying again. "I..don't know..what else. could do," she whimpered inbetween sobbing. 


Layne sat up, wrapping his arm around her back to get her to sit, too. "You don't have to do that anymore, 
Nicky. Not as long as you're with me. | would never hurt you..that's disgusting what those fucks did to you." 


She wiped the tears from her face, getting up to glare at herself in the mirror. She analyzed her twig legs, 
lifting up her sweater to glare at her rib cage that protruded from her. She shook her head, eyes wide with 


shock. "| look horrible," she realized, turning back to see Layne staring at her, a grim look on his face. 


"I tried to tell you.." Layne muttered. He got up and stood next to her infront of the full-length mirror, wincing 
as he looked at himself and then at her. "We both look horrible." 


She sighed. "| need a cigarette." 
He nodded at her, smiling softly and wrapping an arm around her. "Let's go downstairs then--" 


"Jerry will notice that we've been crying." she said, insecure. 


Layne shook his head € gripped her hand, making her follow him as they walked through the hallway. "Jer won't 
judge. He won't even probe you for explanations..he's dealt with my shit for years, babe. He won't give you 


advice unless you bring it up to him." 
She smirked, slowly walking down the steps. "He's a great guy.’ 


Layne shot her an accusing look, but smiled, making her laugh. "Don't get me all jealous now," he slurred, still 


grinning. 


"Well, he is kinda cuuuute," she mocked, laughing as she watched Layne's face twist in confusion. "I'm kidding, 


Layne. l'm with you.” 


He kissed her when they reached the bottom floor, then lead her into the living room. Confusion overcame his 


scrawny face when he realized the TV flickering, the volume low, his best friend no where to be seen. 


"Jer?!" Layne called out, his eyes urgently scanning the room. He turned to Nicky, noticing she was just as 
concerned. He nodded to the couch. "Go ahead and smoke, babe.. I'm going to try and see what the heck is going 


on.. 
When she sat down and lit her cigarette, Layne ran to Jerry's bedroom door, knocking on it. "Jerry?!" He called 
through the crack. He grumbled, turning the knob, seeing that it was unlocked. He swung the door open. All 


there was in there was a bed, a pile of ratty notebooks, and a green glass bong. He sighed, shutting the door 
and turning to the front door of the house that lead to the porch. He looked through the window on the door. 


"Oh fuck," Layne blurted out, eyeing the gray hair € sad eyes, nodding at Jerry who had a cigarette hanging 


from his mouth. 
"What's wrong?" Nicky called out. 

Layne turned to her, eyes wide. "My mom is here" 
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"Come on in, Nancy," Jerry said to her, holding the door open. His eyes fell to Layne, who stood there smoking 
his cigarette in the living room, giving Jerry the stink eye. 


Nancy walked in, immediately jumping € crying when she saw her son, running over to him and hugging him. 
"Oh my god, | thought I'd never see you again," she whimpered, letting go of Layne. Her eyes scanned him, her 


face pinched with worry. “You're so thin." 


Layne rolled his eyes, puffing on his cigarette, burning holes into Jerry with his death glare. He then looked 
back at his mom, forcing a smile. "Nice to FINALLY see you, ma." 


"Gosh, you sound overly enthusiastic," his mother jeered, walking into the living room Ẹ taking a seat on the 
recliner next to the couch. She glared over at Nicky, who sat on the couch, hot boxing her cigarette 
nervously. Nancy glanced back up at Layne, her eyes narrowed. "Who is this..?" she asked, her tone angry, 
pointing over at Nicky. 


Nicky forced a smile over at the old woman, waving a shaky hand at her. "I'm Nicky--" 


"She's my girlfriend," Layne intruded, sitting next to Nicky € wrapping his arms around her tight as if to 


protect her. "She's the best woman I've ever been with," he growled at his mother, guarded. 


Nancy raised a brow, turning to look at Jerry who smiled and shrugged at her. "You want a drink, Nancy..2" 
Jerry finally asked, desperate to break the deafening silence. 


Nancy glared back at Layne € Nicky, her lips pierced with anger. "Do you have any wine?" 

Jerry laughed. "I have Samuel Adam's?" 

She nodded at him, forcing a clenched smile. "That's perfect..." 

They all watched Jerry as he disappeared into the kitchen. Layne sighed, putting out his smoke and lighting 
another one, his eyes glued to his mom. "Was GREAT seeing you while | was in the hospital, mom," Layne spat 
sarcastically. 


She rolled her eyes at him. "Layne, stop with the guilt tripping.” 


He shrugged, blowing a cloud of smoke over to her. "It's just great having such a SUPPORTIVE family, you 


know?!" 


Nancy didn't even take the glass of beer from Jerry, standing up, eyeing Layne. "Look, I've had to deal with 
your fucked up issues ENOUGH!" She shouted, walking closer to him. "You're 34 years old, Layne! You should 


be able to take care of yourself!" 


"Eh, | learned how to do that from my FANTASTIC father," Layne spat. He turned to Nicky, who was shaking 
her head at him. 


‘Oh my LORD, you're seriously going to bring HM up again?!" Nancy shrieked. She turned to Jerry, who was 
awkwardly fumbling with his hands. "I'm sorry, Jerry, but | don't think this was the best time to see my 
SON. Seems like he's still doing the same stupid CRAP--" 


"IM TRYING TO GET MY SHIT TOGETHER!" Layne screamed at her, jolting from his seat. "WITH NO HELP FROM 
YOU OR ANYONE FROM MY SO CALLED FAMILY!" 


She tisked her tongue at him, walking towards the front door to her house. "Get it together Layne," she 


growled. She eyed Nicky, "and dump the broad. | can tell you're both HIGH She's just another Demri.” 


Before Layne could scream a rebuttal at her, Nancy stomped out the door and slammed it behind her, jumping 
into her car and speeding down the drive way. Layne glared over at Jerry, steaming. "What the FUCK, Jer?!" 


"I didn't invite her over, L, she just stopped by.. She didn't even know you were staying her," Jerry explained, 


sipping on the beer nervously. 


Layne fell back onto the couch, crying again. "Why does everyone always have to bring up DEMRI?! Nicky is 
nothing like her!" 


Jerry sighed, sitting down in the recliner. "They're just concerned. You have made a lot of the same mistakes 
in the past, you can't blame them." 


Nicky put out her cig, biting her lip. "Do you think I'm bad for him.?" she asked, looking over at Jerry. 
Jerry shook his head, taking another drink from the glass of beer. "No, | don't," he told her, his eyes slinking 
back over at Layne. "I know that you have some problems, but everyone does. You're nothing like Demri, | can 


tell" 


She sighed with relief, looking back up at Layne who was still giving Jerry the stink eye. "Why did my mom 
stop by here?" Layne went on. 


"She's too scared to talk to you anymore considering you do..well..” Jerry analyzed the pissed off look on his 
face. “The shit you did when she was here just a moment ago. She comes here every once in a while to ask 
me how you're doing." 

Layne shook his head, fingering the blue lighter on the coffee table. "So she's too scared to talk to me?" 
Jerry raised his brows at him. "Well, yeah. Especially when you're high.. Like you are now.' 


Layne sighed, nodding his head. He turned to Nicky, who gave him a pleading look. "I guess | get that." 


"You're doing better, though," Jerry continued. He smiled over at Nicky. "I guess | have you to thank, Nicky. 
Before you, if L even caught a glimpse of his mother, he would literally tear anything to shreds." 


Nicky smirked, turning back to Layne. 


‘lm going to make you guys dinner, alright?" Jerry asked them, getting up from his recliner. They both 
nodded their heads, queing him to leave the room. 


Layne held her close, grinning at her. He kissed her longingly, pushing her lightly so she would lie down on her 
back and he could straddle her. He bit his lip, looking into those turquoise eyes. "Nicky..." 


She smirked, running her hand through his short hair. "Yeah?" 


He leaned into her, his eyes softening. "I love you." 


Hidden Talent 


®RST ERK 

Going to rehab soon.ill be in there for 4 weeks (30 days ehhh) so idk if I'll be able to continue updating for a 
while. Gotta see if the place allows cell phones. The last 3 | went to didn't S000. have a feeling they won't. Yes, 
I've been writing this via smart phone LOL.my laptop's keyboard is fuuuuucked.! spilled beer all over it one 


night..don't judge LOL. 


9 EEE EK 


She glanced up from her sketchbook, smiling as she watched Layne € Jerry jam out. Jerry was on his acoustic 
like always (he rarely hooked up his electric. He explained that he likes to practice on acoustic considering they 
make his fingers stronger). Layne was just sitting next to him, singing verse after verse, Jerry harmonizing 
with him during the chorus. They were singing "Got Me Wrong", a song that Nicky hadn't heard since their 
unplugged performance on MTV in 199b. 


"So unsure we reach for something strooo--" Layne stopped himself, shaking his head. "Fuck, man, why does 
my voice keep going fucking flat!" He complained, reaching to grab his bottle of beer from the coffee table, 
chugging it vigorously. He cleared his throat € burped, laughing when he noticed Nicky giving him a look. "It 


She laughed, shaking her head. "No way in fuck," she muttered, lighting up a cig € turning to Jerry, who was 
toking off of his little green glass bong. She shrieked when she felt her sketchbook being tugged away from 
her, looking back over at Layne who was studying it. 


"| didn't know you could draw," Layne muttered, a tiny smile tugging at the corners of his face. His brow 
creased with worry as he continued to analyze the drawing. It was a skeleton, hanging out of a toilet bowl, the 
bottom of the toilet curling and twisting into this red pond. The skeleton's face was glaring into a television set 
that sat on a pile of raggedy books, a mirror above the television € skeleton staring creepishly at the skeleton 
Within the red flood beneath everything, a syringe needle floated along towards the skeleton. Layne glared back 
up at Nicky. "What is this about..?" He asked hesitantly, though he already knew the answer to his question 


Jerry stood up and walked over to behind Layne, glaring at the drawing. "Well that's kinda disturbing," he 
muttered. "Good though..very good" Jerry looked back over at Nicky, who was blushing. "Why haven't you told 


us you were an artistic genius?" 


She laughed, yanking the sketchbook away from Layne, who was still staring at the drawing with concern, "| 
don't like it when people know that l'm talented.” 


Layne tilted his head at her, studying her. She was looking better since he's been getting her stoned off weed 
to eat € cuddling with her / barricading bathrooms from her so she wouldn't purge. She was up to a hundred 


pounds now, considering its been a few weeks. She was still underweight, but she finally had tiny curves on 


that skinny frame. She even had to go up a size on her jeans, which seemed to internally murder her but it 
made Layne happy. Layne was back up to 130 pounds, finally starting to look like his old self. He still craved dope 
like crazy, seeming to drink almost every night € smoke herb with Jerry every day. Jerry wasn't too happy 
about Layne's sudden drinking habit, but he honestly preferred Layne to be an alcoholic than a heroin addict. 


"What else have you been hiding from us, huh?" Layne urged her, raising his brow in question 


She smiled at him, biting her lip. She took another drag from her smoke. "I can sing, too," she said, exhaling the 
smoke. "| used to jam out at bars with my band until they kicked me out due to my speed addiction.. The band 
sucks now, though," she snorted back a laugh, signing her name on her drawing. "| wrote the majority of their 


songs so yeeeep..they kinda just fell off the map here. Now they're addicts themselves so they can fuck off." 
Layne just glared at her, stunned. "You're a musician, too?! What the heck, why didn't you tell me?!" 


She shrugged, closing her sketchbook and setting it down beside her on the couch. "It isn't that important. It's 
not like I'm this amazing rockstar like you are," she giggled, looking over at Jerry who shared that same 


expression of shock "What?!" 
Jerry shook his head, staring at Layne who was glaring back at him. "You found yourself, dude." 


"Yeah..me with a freaking vagina," Layne blurted, smiling when he turned to see Nicky giggling. "Seriously, why 


didn't you tell us?! | want to hear your voice now-—" 


"No no nooooo," she blurted, getting up from the couch and stubbing out her cigarette. "I'm not singing for no 


one. 
"Awww, come on, you tell us this and now you tease us?!" Layne begged, getting up from the stool and 


wrapping his arms around her. He grinned when he heard her giggle as he squeezed her breast. "You should 


jam with us. Do you know how to play any instruments?" 


She laughed, slumping into the kitchen € grabbing herself a beer. "Of course | know how to play certain 
instruments, l'm a fucking SONG WRITER?" She popped open the beer with her pocket knife, turning to see 
Layne just standing there in shock She wondered if he jizzed in his pants, making her giggle again. "Don't act so 


surprised, geeze." 

‘| wanna hear your voicel" Layne demanded, pouting his lip at her. 

She rolled her eyes, studying his pink cheeks and glassy eyes. He was just starting to get tipsy, considering he 
was on his fifth beer. She gulped down some beer herself, collapsing back down on the couch. "I'm not that 


great,” she muttered. 


"Neither am |," Layne argued, blushing when he heard her laugh loosely. 


"You're the famous one herel" She shrieked, giving Jerry a look. Jerry just laughed, taking another hit from his 


bong. "| was just apart of one of those underground bands..." 
Layne crossed his arms, falling back into the recliner. "Sing." 
"No" 

"SING" Layne demanded. 


"No! What the fuck?!" She blubbered, laughing. "You SING, mister I'm famous and have a contract with a 


freaking record company." 

She sighed. "Hand me the guitar, Jerry,” she growled, knowing that this childish argument would never end. 
Layne clapped his hands excitably, jumping up and doing a silly dance. 

Nicky laughed, holding the guitar on her lap. "I can't play when you're doing that shit!" 


Layne threw up his hands, collapsing back into the recliner. "Sorry sorry.. Just excited that my woman shares 


the same love for art € music." 
She rolled her eyes, tuning the guitar back to standard E. "Has anyone ever told you you're a fucking DORK?" 


I'm a whale penis?!" Layne shrieked, smiling as he heard Jerry laughing at him. "No WONDER you always walk 
funny after we--" 


"Oh my god, L, PLEASE!" Jerry begged, still laughing. 

He rolled his eyes at him. "Oh so sorry, Jer, | forgot about your VIRGIN ears." 
Nicky sighed shakily, taking another drink from her beer, eyeing Layne. 

"SING," Layne repeated obnoxiously, bumping his knee up and down in anticipation. 


She sighed. "It's nerve-racking enough playing infront of amateur musicians," she muttered, glaring at the fret 


board of Jerry's guitar. "Now | have to play infront of SUCCESSFUL, famous ones?! Cut me some slack" 
Layne rolled his eyes, grinning excitably at her. "I was being called Goat Boy non stop in rehab, come on." 


Jerry snorted, "Goat Boy? What?!" 


Nicky smiled at Jerry, sitting up on the couch. "This dumb ass who used to follow us around in there always 
made fun of Layne's singing voice." 


"GOAT BOY?!" Jerry shrieked, laughing again, turning to Layne. 


Layne shrugged. "The dude was kind of crazy. He knew all of our songs. He used to quote them and make fun of 


my voice.” 


Jerry scratched his head, picking up his pack of red's from the coffee table. "That's funny as fuck, where is 
the guy?!" 


Layne threw up his arms. "I dunno, the dude was a sociopath so | kinda tried my best to stay the fuck AWAY 


from him..you know..” 
Nicky smiled, eyeing her boyfriend. "He actually was a fan of you," she told him. 
Layne's eyes widened. "WHAT?!" 


She laughed, nodding her head. "Yeah. He just likes to fuck with people because..well..you know..” 


She groaned, rolling her eyes. "Fine. But I'm a shitty guitar player. | just write songs € do vocals..." 


"Just fucking sing, come onl" Layne cried out, wetting his lips. He thumped his knee again, eyeing her as he 
watched her strum a few open chords. 


Nicky closed her eyes, taking a deep breath as she strummed the simple couple of chords. She had to calm 
her nerves, worried she'll disappoint the 2 famous musicians that were watching her. Finally, she started to 


sing. 


"Lost in my own thoughts 
Trying to figure out the cause 
Come to find out it's my fault 
Knit-picking all of my flaws.” 


She strummed the chords to the chorus, fixating her eyes on the fret board. Her nerves vanished as she 
felt the surge, the soul from her that pushed her to write this song. 


"Bone dry, muscles ache 
Knee deep in my fate 
Created by a dumb mistake 


Is it now too late?" 


She went back to the verse, her head now buzzing from the natural wave of endorphins. 
"Memories haunting like a ghost 

Try to take your body, the host 

Brain fried, dry like toast 

Trapped inside, fighting the jonze.." 


She sighed, stopping herself, her face burning red as she shakily handed Jerry his guitar back. The room was 
silent, so she looked at the both of them. They were exchanging looks at one another. 


"I tried to warn you--" 
"She writes about addiction like you, L," Jerry interrupted her, his eyes as big as melons. 
Layne was holding his chest, tears in his eyes as he glared over at Nicky. "That was.." 


"Horrible, | know," she muttered, lowering her head. She felt an arm wrap around her, turning over to see 


Layne smiling at her with watery, woozy drunk eyes. 

"No no no," he said to her, kissing her on her cheek. "That was beautiful. 

She rolled her eyes, chugging her beer. "You're just saying that" 

"Trust me, if it was bad, we would've laughed and told you to stop," Jerry interrupted, smiling over at her as 
he tuned his guitar back to drop C. "We could help you get somewhere with that voice, you know? And your 


lyrics are pretty powerful, too.. Kinda creepy how much you're like Layne.” 


Nicky blushed, turning back to Layne who was smiling extremely wide, holding her tight. "Am | good.? My 


band told me that my voice sounded weird." 


Layne threw his head back and laughed. "They were JEALOUS. And probably annoyed that you were strung 
out." He caught a look from Jerry. "My band is pissed at me for doing the same shit," he muttered, 
scratching his head. 


"YEAH, we are," Jerry snapped. He smiled though, making Layne sigh with relief. "You're not strung out 
anymore though. Even though you've been drinking A LOT." 


Layne shrugged, laughing nervously. He took the cigarette from Nicky's hand and took a long drag. "Your voice 
is very strong..full of emotion," he went on, kissing Nicky along her neck "It's hot," he mumbled into her ear, 


giving her chills. 


She pushed him onto his back on the couch, falling on top of him and resting her head on his chest. "I think 


your voice is sexy, too," she whispered into his ear. She giggled when she felt his dick throb into her hip. 


"Okaaaaay guys," Jerry slurred out, interrupting the moment. "I dont want to watch a real life porno, so if 


you're going to have FUN..go upstairs..." 

Layne smiled at him, pulling his hand under Nicky's Nine Inch Nails t-shirt and grabbing her breast. 
"LL What the fuck?!" Jerry shouted. 

Layne smirked. "I'm going UPSTAIRS." 

Jerry laughed. "I meant LITERALLY, not metaphorically.” 


Layne smirked, sitting up and grabbing Nicky's hand, running up the stairs hastily. 


Betrayal 


Jerry was jammingr out on his acoustic, ignoring the conversation that entered the living room from the front 
door. Mike finally stopped by and brought his girlfriend, Erica (the girl he had met at the drug detox wing 
Layne was being treated at). Mike tapped into the living room, giving his old friend a look. 


"Jerry?" Mike called out, glaring over at Erica who was grinning, amused by how Jerry was basically blowing 


him off. "Jeeeeeeerryyyyy.." Mike went on, walking closer to the skinny blonde 

Jerry wailed out a solo from his guitar, his eyes closed 

"JERRY!" Mike screamed 

Jerry jumped, eyes shot wide, turning to Mike. "How the fuck did you two get in here?! 
Erica laughed, shaking her head. "Your door was unlocked! 


"Damn." Jerry muttered, setting his guitar against the wall € lighting a cigarette. "I really need to tell Layne 
and Nicky to keep that locked, what the fuck." 


Mike smiled, tugging his guitar case off his back and setting it down next to Jerry's acoustic. "Where is that 


crazy bastard, anyways?" 

"Probably upstairs having sex with his woman," Jerry growled, taking a sharp long drag from his smoke. 

Mike tapped over to the stairs, winking over at Erica, and cupped his hands around his mouth. "LAYNE!!!" He 
screamed, turning to see Jerry moaning and holding his ears in pain. He laughed, mouthing ‘sorry’ to him, only 


to get a snide smirk back from Jerry. 


"LAYNE! | KNOW YOURE UP THERE FUCKING! PUT YOUR BABY DICK AWAY AND COME DOWN HERE!" Mike 
continued, now halfway up the steps. 


"WHAT THE FUCK JER--" Layne stopped himself when he opened his bedroom door to see Mike standing at the 
steps, smiling maliciously at him. "Fucking baby dick, really?" 


Mike laughed, but before he could respond, Nicky stumbled out, only wearing her bra € a pair of 


jeans..unbuttoned. 


"Doesn't feel like a baby dick to mel" Nicky shouted, her eyes widening when they fell on Mike. "Oh, fuck no,’ 
she exclaimed, attempting to go back into the bedroom but Layne stopped her. 


‘Sorry for..what | said.a while ago," Mike muttered to her, scratching his scalp uncomfortably. 


Her face burnt red. "Yeah, you fucking SHOULD BE--" 

"Babe, chill out, he's apologizing," Layne interrupted, wrapping his arm around her. 

She sighed, rolling her eyes. "It's okaaaaay, Mike," she grumbled sarcastically, glaring back at the brunette, a 

tired look on her face. When she noticed Mike was pointedly looking at her electric blue bra, she wrapped her 
arms around herself, laughing. "Yeah..'m gonna.. Put some CLOTHES on," she announced, running back into the 


bedroom. 


Layne smirked at Mike, zipping up his fly € buttoning his pants as he walked down the stairs. He jumped when 
he heard Erica shriek € pull him into a hug. 


‘Oh my gosh, you look amazing!” she blubbered, letting go of him, continuing to eye him. "How long have you 
been sober?!" 


Jerry raised his brows, watching Layne as he disappeared awkwardly into the kitchen and came back out with a 
Smirnoff in his hand. 


"Been sober for 2 months now since Jer got Nicky and | to move in," Layne muttered, gulping down some of his 


alcoholic drink. 


Mike laughed, eyes on the bottle of Smirnoff. Those brown eyes slanted back to Jerry, who just shook his 
head at him and shrugged. 


"Well. that's. that's good," Erica said, nervously flicking her black hair off her shoulder, those vibrant eyes wide 
and glaring back at Mike. 


"How's the pills, Mary POPPINS--" 
"Layne." Jerry interrupted Layne, giving him a pointed look 


Layne laughed loosely, walking past Mike € Erica and taking a seat on the couch. He lit a cigarette and looked 
over at Mike, who was standing there awkwardly with Erica 


"So are we gonna jam out or stare at each other all night..2" Layne asked, laughing. He nodded to the seat 
across from him in the living room, eyes on Mike. "Come oooon, don't be scared.. I'm not strung out 


anymore." 


"About damn time," Mike muttered, getting a look from Jerry. He laughed, shrugging his shoulders as he took 
a seat next to the blonde. 


Suddenly Nicky came clumping down the stairs, her turquoise eyes planted on Mike, anger stricken on her 


face. "I'm going out," she growled, clutching her purse close to her. 

Layne shot a look at her, his eyes wavering suspiciously over to Jerry. "Where are you going..?" 

She sighed impatiently, rolling her eyes. "I need to buy more jeans, l'm fat now--" she paused when she saw 
the look on Layne's face. An awkward smile curled on her pale face. "lm a OH SO WONDERFUL AND HEALTHY 
size fucking four now so | need to buy some more pants, k?!" She corrected herself, her voice strained. 
Layne's brow raised, feeling that something was fishy about all of this, but he ignored his intuition € nodded 


and allowed her to leave. He watched her as she yanked the car keys out from her purse, basically zipping 


out the door like the speed of light. 
"Well, your girl is weird," Mike spat, glaring at Layne. 


Layne narrowed his eyes at him, pointing at Erica. "And your girl is addicted to fucking Xanax, risking her 


career.” 


"Layne! Please!" Jerry begged, lighting another cigarette. He turned to Mike. "And seriously, dude, quit dissing 
Nicky. She's actually pretty cool. Get off Layne's case." 


Mike sighed, slapping his hands on his knees. “Alrighty, let's jam!" 
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It was 30 minutes until one in the morning. Nicky still hadn't come home. Jerry noticed the concern 
splattered all over Layne's drunken face, how he had his eyes glued to the clock glowing on his VCR, so he put 
away his guitar € kindly asked Mike and Erica to leave. Layne didn't even take the time to be polite enough to 
tell Mike goodbye. He just groaned, slumping into the kitchen to make himself another rum € Coke. 


When jerry finally shut the front door, he jogged to the kitchen, noticing the tears in Layne's eyes. "Are you 
okay, L?" He asked him, eyeing Layne in concern as he threw back his head and chugged his entire drink 


Layne sighed, picking up the bottle of rum just to have Jerry take it away from him. "Hey, what the fuck, 


Jer?" He wavered, brows crinkled in frustration. 
"You've had enough," Jerry growled. He groaned when Layne yanked the bottle away from him, pouring more 
of the liquor into his cup. He threw back his head, chugging it € gagging immediately afterwards. "Layne, 


seriously.. This is getting out of hand." Jerry muttered, concern twisting his face. 


Layne limped drunkly back into the living room, collapsing back onto the couch, his head into his hands. "Where 
the FUCK IS SHE?!" He shrieked, his words slurred. 


Jerry sat down next to him, trying to figure out what exactly to say that would make sense to his sloppy 


drunk friend. To his luck, the door swung open, the weight-restored anorexic glaring over at them. 
"| gotta go upstairs, I'll be back to talk to you--" 


"Where's your supposed PANTS?!" Layne slurred, glaring at her empty hands. He tried to get up, but 
staggered to the ground, groaning. 


Nicky rolled her eyes, ignoring her boyfriend € running up the stairs. 


"NICKY?!" Layne shouted, slowly getting up, his intoxicated legs wobbling underneath him. He glared over at 
Jerry. "Something isn't fucking RIGHT. She's been gone for 5 fucking hours?! No shopping bags, nothing!" He 
started up the stairs, ignoring the fact that Jerry was just sitting there, shaking his head. 


Layne pushed the door open, jumping back when he saw Nicky. 
With her jeans hiked up over her leg. 
A needle jabbed into her calve. 


"WHAT THE FUCK?!" Layne screamed, watching her as she turned to him, yanking out the needle, her eyes 
blood shot and wide. Pupils tiny like little pen dots. Tears streamed down his face as he stumbled to his 
knees, his head in his hands. "What the fuck, Nicky, | thought you were better than this?" He sobbed, rocking 
himself back and forth. 


She sighed, tossing the needle into the trashbin next to the window. She sat down on the bed, studying Layne. 


‘Its not like you're doing any better," she remarked. 


Layne shook his head, glaring at her with angry eyes. “I'm not the one still banging fucking drugs in my veins! 
What the fuck?!" 


She laughed, shaking her head. "You make it out like you're some walking Lifetime story, stating that you're 
fucking sober," she eyed him, how he drunkly swayed on his knees, choking back sobs. "You're NOT sober 
Layne. You've been drinking like a fucking fish EVERY NIGHT now for the past fucking month!" 


‘lm not fucking SHOOTING UP, at least," he spat defensively, his face almost purple from how pissed off he 
was. He tilted his head, eyeing her up and down. "How did you score, huh? You don't have any money." 


She looked down at her hands, picking at her nails, brows furrowed. She jumped when she noticed he sat right 


next to her on her bed, his expression almost demonic, burning holes into her retinas. 


"Did you sell your fucking body?" He accused. She didn't respond so he got up and swung his fist into the wall, 
the wood splintering and covering his hand in blood. He ignored her crying, turning back to her and stomping 
over to her, gripping her shoulders extremely tight. "Are you a WHORE?! Huh?! Are you fucking selling your 


body for dope?! ANSWER THE MOTHERFUCKING QUESTION!!!" 


"NO!" She screamed, choking back sobs. "I went over to my grandmother's and jacked some of her shit and 
pawned it, okay?!" 


Layne sighed, falling onto his back on the bed beside her, his eyes squeezed shut. "What the fuck, Nicky... 

‘I've been trying! It's fucking harall!" 

Layne laughed, glancing back at her, shaking his head. "If you were trying, | wouldn't have walked in to see you 
SHOOTING UPI!" He screamed, sitting back up on the bed, rubbing his temples. "FUCKII! What is with you crazy 
fucking bitches?!" 


Nicky laughed mockingly at him, getting up from the bed and opening her purse. 


"What are you doing now, huh? You gonna shoot up some more fucking METH?!" Layne shouted, turning to 


her. 


She reached into her purse, tossing an orange prescription bottle at him. He caught it, studying it. His heart 


stopped when he noticed it contained white powder. "„heroin..?" He muttered. 
"I got it for you," she muttered, sitting back on the bed. 


He shook his head. He wanted to say no, but his eyes wouldn't waver away from the bottle. They were huge, 


and hungry..ravenous.. 


White is Pure 


He continued to stare longingly at the Orange bottle that contained the sin His hands were shaking, his head 
beginning to pulsate and vibrate his skull, aching. Suddenly he grabbed his stomach and dropped the bottle on 
the bed next to Nicky, jolting into the restroom € vomiting up bitter liquor and a bit of partially digested food. 
He swayed, feeling even drinker than before, turning to the sink € popping out his dentures € rinsing them off. 
He rinsed out his mouth, swishing the water around and spitting it out. Staring into the mirror, he analyzed 
his drunk red eyes, hot tears still oozing down his face. His fingers felt around his mouth, sighing, a surge of 
sadness overwhelming him like usual when he stopped to think how he was 34 and already lost all of his teeth. 
Popping his dentures back in, he slowly walked back to the bed, trying to cover his face to stop himself from 
looking at the bottle of smack. He sobbed, shaking. 


Nicky rubbed his back, her eyes wide and twitching. She was tweaking her ass off considering she got ahold of 
60 mgs of instant release adderall earlier that day € just recently shot up Crystal. "I figured since | did it 
you'd want to." She started, watching Layne as he peeked at her through his sweaty fingers. “Just once last 
time, you know?" She stammered, her eyes wandering around the room rapidly. She scratched at her neck, 


looking back at him. "One last time." 


Layne's face crinkled in a mixture of sorrow and anger, looking down at the bottle of H again, wetting his lips. 
He shook his head, turning back to his tweaked out girlfriend. "Hasn't it sunk into your THICK SKULL yet that 
its always going to be JUST ONE LAST TIME?!" He shouted through tears. "I know you're 26 but you state 
you've been an addict for quite some time. Don't you realize the fucking insanity of FUCKING UP THIS THIS?!" 
He huffed, glaring back down at the heroin. "I don't know what to fucking do now!" He exclaimed, holding up the 
bottle, almost seeming to cradle it in his hands. He sniffled back more tears, eyeing Nicky down. "WHY DID 
YOU BRING THIS HERE?!" 


She got up from the bed, pacing around the room, her face in her hands. Her eyes were still wide, almost 


seeming to bulge from her face. "l.l just thought.J--" 


"Jesus CHRIST, Nicky, how much fucking speed are you on?!" Layne intruded, voice thick with disgust. "You're 
tweaking your ASS OFF." 


She smirked, giving him a shit eating look. "Would be great if | COULD get this ASS off!" 


Layne rolled his eyes. "Don't even start with that shit, Nicky, you look GREAT. Before, you looked like a 
fucking ghoul, okay?! | had to close my eyes while | fucked you and think of someone elsell! Be happy you're 


attractive now!" 


Her brow raised, her smirk faltering. She leaned up close to him, her lower lip quivering with disgust. "You 
said you loved me, yet..you couldn't even look at me during sex?!" She shrieked, holding her head, turning away 


from him. "| didn't realize how PIG HEADED you werel WOW" 


"Stop manipulating the fucking topic Nicky. | was just telling you the truth," Layne slurred, eyeing the bottle of 
heroin "You basically brought me death, ignorantly believing | would appreciate it. You know that?" 


She sighed, falling onto the floor, glaring up at him. She suddenly smiled, cocking her head to the side, reaching 
up towards the bottle of H. "I will GLADLY take it back then, k?!" 


Layne flinched, holding the bottle closer to him. "So you can have to all to yourself, right?!" 
She laughed. "I knew you were too weak to resist it--" 


"IM A MOTHERFUCKING HEROIN ADDICT, HOW CAN | NOT RESIST IT WHEN IT'S SPLAYED OUT RIGHT INFRONT OF 


MEe?Ill" Layne screamed. 


The couple jumped when the door to their room swung open, a tired Ẹ angry version of Jerry standing in the 
doorway. His light eyes widened when they landed on the orange bottle clenched in Layne's hands, making him 
stumble onto the bed and yank it out of the addicts fingers. He stood back up, shaking his head at the both of 
them. 


"What the heck, you guys?!" Jerry barked, his eyes as big as grapefruits. He eyed down Layne. "Did you plan 
this..2" 


Layne gave him a look of disbelief. "NO!!!" He turned to Nicky, nodding at her. "She fucking went out and 


scored! Brought me back a surprise present." 


Nicky sighed, rolling her eyes at her boyfriend. When she turned back to look at Jerry, her expression 


immediately snapped from annoyance to being completely horrified. 


"WHY WOULD YOU FUCKING DO THAT?!" Jerry screamed at her. He stomped up close to her, shaking the 
prescription bottle of powder at her. "Do you have ANY fucking idea what THIS SHIT has done to Layne?! At 


all?!" 
Nicky covered her face in shame, crying again. "I'm--l'm sorry--" 


"SORRY DOESNT CUT IT!" Jerry continued, his eyes watering. He fell on the ground beside her, curling up, 
sobbing. "How could you do this to Layne? | thought you cared about him..” 


"| LOVE HIMI" She screamed defensively. 


Jerry glared over at Layne, who was curled up in the bed, shaking, his drunk eyes fixated on Jerry's hand that 
held the bottle of smack. Jerry sobbed again, covering his eyes in shame. "If you loved him, you would know 
he almost DIED from this shit, Nicky! He almost died so many times from it.. He's been to rehab FOURTEEN 
TIMES NOW! The last time, when he met you, he was at his WORST. He WOULD HAVE DIED. He only weighed 
a HUNDRED FUCKING POUNDS. He lost every fucking likable trait about him for a while! All he was was this 


motherfucking bottle of JUNK. He lost all of his fucking TEETH His family is TERRIFIED OF HIM. He almost 
lost his fucking CAREER." 


Nicky shook her head, got up and ran down the stairs. The both of them heard the front door bang shut, the 


sound of a car starting. 


Layne shot up from the bed, hysterically bawling. "She..is..leaving.." He shrieked between tears. He got up from 


the bed, clumsily running down the hallway, only to have Jerry hear him stumble down the staircase. 


Jerry ran to him, eyes wide as he eyed Layne at the bottom of the steps, caressing his head that was 
gushing blood. The guitarist ran into his restroom, grabbing his first aid kit € fixing up Layne's wound. 


"You might have a concussion.fuck.." Jerry stammered as he wrapped gauze around Layne's forehead. 


"She's gone," layne blurted, his face stone cold. "She's fucking GONE!" He yelled, jumping up to only have Jerry 
holding him to keep his drunk ass from falling again 


Jerry sighed, helping Layne walk over to the living room and lie down on the couch. He lit € handed Layne a 
cigarette, disappearing into the kitchen for a moment. Layne continued to cry, listening to the grumbling 
sounds of Jerry's coffee maker. He didn't even acknowledge Jerry when he attempted to hand him a cup of 


coffee to sober up. 


"You need it, L," Jerry begged him, eyeing the distraught look plastered all over Layne's face. "| want you to 
stay awake.im pretty sure you have a concussion, | don't want you slipping into yet ANOTHER coma" 


Layne sighed, holding back his tears and making himself gulp down the coffee, gagging dryly. "I think | need 
some water.." he croaked, setting the mug down on the coffee table and taking a drag off his cigarette. 


"Yeah..you're probably dehydrated. You seriously need to chill out on the sauce, L, this is getting ridiculous," 
Jerry growled. He didn't even wait for his friend to respond, going back into the kitchen and coming back with 
a glass of water. 

Layne gulped it down hungrily, woozily looking back at the entrance door. "Do you think she'll come back." 
Jerry sighed, biting his lip. "I honestly don't know, Layne." 

"I want her to come back." 

"Even after she pulled that fucked up stunt?!" Jerry blurted, looking at Layne like he was insane. 


Tears fell down his cheeks. "I want to help her.." 


"You should be focusing on YOURSELF right now." Jerry muttered, studying the bandage that was wrapped 


around Layne's head. ".not another addict. Not to mention one that relapses and basically enables you to do 
the same." 


"I love her.." He whimpered, licking his lips hastily, eyes still on the door. 
"I get that.it doesn't mean she's good for you, Layne." 


"Oh God, please.. | hope she comes back.." 


Dirt 


| want you to scrape me from the walls 


And go crazy like you've made me" 


--Alice In Chains: ‘Dirt 


Nicky never came back. 


It had been three months. 
And Nicky still hasn't come back. 


The band finally seemed to have reunited, though. Jerry and Layne had already written and recorded four 
complete songs. Alice in Chains finally seemed to have re-discovered the old sound they had originated in the 
late 80's. Mike Starr definitely was a help in re-capturing this glory, his bass tracks appearing so simple yet 
extremely difficult for amateur guitarists to play. Sean, of course, made these songs complete and sound even 


more heavy rock, yet bluesy, with his unique use of snares and kicks during his percussion solos. 


Tonight, they had scheduled a gig at a bar nearby Layne and Jerry's place, which was in the heart of Seattle. 
All four of them had decided to just play a selection of their old and popular songs, considering they hadn't 
toured together in six years. They wanted to warm back up to the idea of playing live on stage again.and 
making sure Layne could handle it, unlike back in the 90's. 


When they had arrived at the bar, Jerry kept his weary eyes on Layne as though it were his duty to basically 
baby-sit him. The week following Nicky's departure was not taken well at all by Layne. He had stopped eating 
and only woke up so he could drown his rejection with copious amounts of liquor. Jerry didn't allow this to last 
very long though, taking all the alcohol out of Layne's reach and pouring all of the bottles down the drain. He 
threatened Layne that if he continued to drink like he had, he would get kicked out of the house AND out of 
the band. So Layne quickly caught on that Jerry wasn't bullshitting and quit drinking. He had some 
withdrawals from it, considering he had drank every day for a month and a week, but they weren't life 
threatening. Layne now just resorted to smoking herb with Jerry..and at times sneaking off with Mike and his 


girlfriend, Erica, to do lines of valium or xanax. 


Everyone seemed so proud of Layne. Even his mother came by to speak with him, and it went WELL. Only 
issue was that, even though he was surrounded by friends and family now, he still felt alone. He felt like he 
had gotten abandoned. Every single night, he couldn't help himself but to wonder where Nicky had gone with 


their car. 

Did she take off across country? 

Did she end up back in that rehab / psychiatric unit in the hospital? 
Is she dead..? 


Layne shuddered at the idea, leaning back into the couch, puffing on the joint he had rolled before heading out 
with his bandmates. He was backstage..alone, not even caring if Sean or Mike or Jerry needed help setting up 
the equipment and doing sound checks. He could give a shit less at this point. He honestly didn't even know 
why the fuck he decided to do this gig considering his singing voice still needed work 


Sighing, he took a long hit from his joint, lightly closing his eyes. He ran a shaky hand through his curly 
bleach-blond hair. He was nervous. Fuck, more than nervous. He was petrified. He didn't want to fuck up on 
his first gig in over six years.he knew that the media would be there and they would eat him ALIVE if they 
caught him messing up. Exhaling the smoke, he grunted, setting the joint down and flicking his lighter on his 
cigarette. His glassy eyes fixated on the smoke that twirled from the cherry of his cig, his mind wandering 
aimlessly around. Images flashed in his head of turquoise eyes and black and red hair and those perfectly 
shaped breasts she had..those cute pink little nipples.. 


'Layne!" Sean shouted, making Layne jolt from the couch, his red eyes bulging out from his face. 
"Holy FUCK, you scared the shit out of mel" 

Sean smirked “Eh, you needed it, you've been full of shit for waaaaay too long” 

Layne rolled his eyes, following Sean out onto the stage to do sound checks with the rest of the guys. 
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The drunken crowd applauded the band after their last song, "Over Now". The concert actually went way 
better than the guys expected it to go. All of them seemed happy and filled with enthusiasm when they 
retired to the back stage room.aside from Layne. The three of them tried their best to cheer him up, 
begging him to go back into the bar and have a few beers, but Layne wasn't in the mood for useless chatter. 
Instead, he waltzed out the back door, lighting yet another cigarette, gazing up at the stars that domed over 


him. 


"You sure you don't want to have a few beers with us, L?" Jerry asked, half hanging out the back door. He 
sighed when he saw Layne just shrug, not even bothering to look back at Jerry. "You know, you can't just live 


like this forever.. Cheer up, man. You're sober. Your band is back together. You have your friends and 


family back--" 


"Just.go away," Layne growled, hot boxing his cigarette. "I'm not in the mood to pretend tonight." 


Jerry shrugged, going back inside the building. Layne could hear Sean's voice echoing through the cement walls 
of the building. He was already freaking drunk and they'd just finished their gig half an hour ago. Teary eyed, 
mind still on the girl who abandoned him, he ventured through the allies between the grungy old buildings. 


"Spare a dollar?" a weak, small voice muttered from below him. 


Layne looked down at the meek person. At first he thought it was a I2 year old girl.until he noticed the facial 
piercings. He jumped back, realizing who was splayed out pathetically on the dirty cemented alley way ground, 
wrapped up in a raggedy sleeping bag. 


"Nicky?!" Layne shrieked, tears escaping his blue haze. 


"Oh God," she squeaked. She jumped up from her spot, but before she could run away from him, he grabbed 


her around her wrist and tugged her close to him. 


He couldn't help but to cry when he got a better look at her. She was emaciated again. Even smaller than 
she was when she was at 14 pounds. Her hair was now all black and chopped short into a messy bob. A 
stained, dirty, holey brown t-shirt hung from her skeletal frame, paired with extremely baggy plaid pj bottoms 
and muddy and grass-stained off-brand tennis shoes. Her eyes were glassy and watery, eyelids puffy and 
purple. She looked like she had aged IO years due to the huge bags under her eyes. Looking back down at her 
arm that he still had a tight grip on, it was covered with dim little track marks. He immediately pulled her 
into a hug. 


"I thought | would never see you again," Layne muttered, looking back into that skull-like face. Her expression 
was blank, as if she was a corpse. "What.what have you been doing, Nicky? Why didn't you come back." 


"Because | don't deserve SHIT," she grumbled weakly. She tried to push him away from her, but instead she 
collapsed back onto her sleeping bag. She whimpered, scratching at the oozing wound on her cheek 


"are you homeless?" Layne asked, crouching down to get a better look at her. He fought his tears as he eyed 


the pimples and wounds that were scattered all over her face and neck. 


She just shrugged, keeping her gaze away from him, utterly ashamed. 


"What did you do with the car?" 


She sighed, rummaging through the cardboard box next to her, yanking out a half-smoked cigarette and 
lighting it with a grimy yellow bic lighter. "I sold it," she growled, scratching her scalp, further messing up her 


hair. 
"Why?" 


Nicky rolled her eyes at him, quickly analyzing his face. He looked amazing and healthy..almost like a new 
person. She teared up, hugging her bony knees up against her chest and turning back away from him. She 
couldn't stand seeing the pity reflected in those blue eyes. 


Layne dropped onto the ground next to her, wrapping his arm around her. He scrunched his nose as he took in 
the odor that resembled a mixture of BO, urine, and toxic chemicals. Placing his hand lightly under her angular 
jaw, he made her glance back at him. "You should come back home with me. My motorcycle is parked on the 
other side--" 


"No," she spat, edging away from him. She scratched at her scalp again, clumps of hair falling on her 


shoulders. "No. You deserve a REAL woman." 


Layne cried again, brushing the loose hairs off her shoulder. He wrapped his arms around her, sniffling back 
more tears. She was so frail.. "You ARE a real woman. | want to help you.please, Nicky. | can't. can't go on 


knowing that you're suffering like this. | love you so much--" 
"You shouldn't. You should listen to your friends. | really am just another Demri." 


"No you're not," he muttered, holding her tighter, tears dropping onto her nasty dirty t-shirt. "Please, 


Nicky..please come back home with me.." 


She turned back to him, desperation taking over her acne-infested skeleton face. She didn't know what to say, 
what to do. Her head collapsed against his strong, muscular chest. Sobs escaped from her as he just sat 
there with her, embracing her in his lanky arms. 


Self Hatred is Cold as ICE 


Layne helped her slowly walk up the steps to their old bedroom. The house was quiet and empty aside from 
the strange couple. Layne didn't know what he was going to tell Jerry when he'd find out that Nicky was 
back. He honestly didn't want Jerry's (or anyone's) approval over Nicky. He was only concerned that Jerry 
wouldn't allow it since he was the owner of the home. 


He basically carried Nicky the rest of the way through the hallway when she grabbed her chest and 
complained about her body "feeling like it was getting eaten away by acid’. Tears stood in his eyes as he 
propped Nicky up on the headboard of the bed He's lifted kids that weighed more than she did. And in the 
well-lit room, it was even more alarming looking at her. He had to turn away and disappear into the bathroom, 
switching the knobs to the faucet of the bath tub € filling it with hot water and some bath salts. He choked 
back more sobs as he watched the tub slowly fill with steaming water, the extreme guilt of seeing Nicky in 
her current condition crushing him. He had only seen people as thin as her back when he was in school, when 
his history teacher was passing around photos of victims from concentration camps during the Hitler Nazi 
years. Her skin was yellow € blotchy € wrinkled, seeming to wrap tightly around the bones of her skull. She 


literally resembling a walking corpse. 


Turning off the faucet, Layne sighed, knowing very well that Nicky wouldn't be able to undress herself 


considering she could barely even get herself to stand for longer than a minute. 


He was shocked that she didn't argue with him when he carried her into the bathroom ¢ began to take off 
her ugly shoes € nasty, grimy piss yellow socks. She just sat there, her head loosely tilted over, analyzing 
him as he sniffled back tears, beginning to tug her pj bottoms off. He broke down bawling when he pulled her 
baggy ugly brown t-shirt off her, his head falling into his hands. Looking back at her, he couldn't help but to 
immediately turn away € vomit into the sink beside him. All she was was literally just skin € bone. Layne 
couldn't believe it when he saw it, wondering when the heck he was going to wake from this 


nightmare..unfortunately he never woke up. 


He picked up the barely breathing skeleton and slowly and gently placed her into the tub of water. Tears 
continued to fall from his face as he gently wetted her head, watching as strands of hair simply washed off of 
her scalp, revealing bald spots € gaping wounds. He gently rubbed shampoo into her scalp and rinsed it off, 
trying to keep his eyes away from her as he reached over to grab the wash cloth and begin scrubbing the 
dirt € mildew from her dry yellow skin that was matted with soft blonde downy hair. Suddenly, he stopped 
though, looking up at Nicky to see that she had her arms wrapping around her chest, wheezing frantically. 


"Are you okay?" Layne whimpered, studying the fear in those huge glassy eyes. 
She shook her head, resting her eyes on him. 


"What's wrong, babe?" Layne urged her, resting his elbows on the ledge of the bath tub. Tears still fell down 
his face as he watched her face flush red, the bones in her chest rising and falling rapidly. 


"| dunno | can't breath," she croaked, glaring at him. She winced, squirming in the water. “This is hurting me 


can | please go back to the bed?" 

Layne nodded, slowly lifting her back out of the tub and drying her off. He dressed her in a clean pair of his 
own pj's and got her to lie under the covers in the bed. Glaring over at her black backpack on the floor near 
the doorway of the room, he couldn't help but to wander near it, crying again when he opened it to see that 
the only things she owned was a package of syringe needles, a ziplock bag of partially smoked varying brands 
of cigarettes (that she most likely picked out of public ashtrays), spoons with burn marks € drugs still caked 
on them, and grimy lighters. 

"Where are all of your clothes?" Layne asked, turning to her. 

She shut her eyes, grimacing. "I sold them." 


"you sold everything you owned?" 


She slowly opened her eyes to look back at him, a tear dropping from her eye when she noticed the terror on 


his handsome face. "Yeah. did." 
He turned away from her, cupping his chin, trying to find a way to respond to her without sounding rude. 
There was no way he could avoid possibly hurting her feelings, so he decided to come right out and say it. 


"You sold your clothes..our car.every single thing you owned for meth?" 


She gulped back tears, rolling over on her other side, ashamed of herself. Her body shook violently, surprise 


overwhelming her when she felt Layne lie beside her, wrapping his arms around her. He was so warm.. 
"When's the last time you ate?" He asked her, lightly pushing her thin dry hair out of her eyes. 
"| eat." 


Layne sighed, shaking his head. "Nicky, I'm not stupid. You look terrible, to be honest. I've never seen anyone 


in my life as..wasted away as you are right now," he muffled, brows crinkling with grief. 
‘I've been eating," she continued stubbornly. 
He sighed. "Oh, yeah?" he humored, brows raised. "Well what have you been eating then?" 


She licked her lips, shutting her eyes again It hurt too much to keep them open. "Coffee..water..chocolate 


milk.and mustard" 


He couldn't believe what he just heard. “That isn't food, Nicky..that's a condiment and a few different drinks, 
l'm talking about FOOD." 


"Hts been a month’ 

The bed tilted back upwards when Layne stood up. "lim making you some broth, okay?" 

"What brand?" 

Layne sighed. "Why does it matter?" 

" the calories." 

"Nicky, trust me when | say this. You fucking NEED the calories. You look like shit," he spat at her, his heart 
sinking as he watched her curl up timidly in the bed. He sighed, walking back to the side of the bed. He kissed 


her lightly on her bulging cheekbone. "I love you, Nicky. | just hate seeing you like this... 


She sniffled back more tears, looking into the musician's face that bled with concern. "I'm down to 60," she 


mumbled, a tired smirk wrinkling her face. "5 pounds away from my goal.” 


"If you reach your goal, you'll DIE," Layne barked, tapping back to the doorway of the bedroom. She whimpered 
weakly in fear as she watched him sling her backpack over his shoulder. "lm shocked you're still ALIVE” 


"What are you gonna do with my bag?" 


He narrowed his eyes at her. "You don't need to know. Now get some rest. I'll be back with some chicken 


broth, okay?" 
She cried. "But what brand is it--" 


"Nicky," Layne interrupted, eyeing her down. He watched her as she sighed, slowly nodding in agreement with 


him that she was, indeed, being ridiculous. 


Layne tapped down the stairs and outside, tossing out her dirty clothes € her backpack into the trash can. 
Wearily, he made his way back into the house, trying his best not to think about how Jerry was going to react 
when he finds out that Nicky is back.. 


Withdrawal 


"You deserved all you got, you stupid fat CUNT.” 

Nicky still had the knife gripped in her hands. When he attempted to grab her, she immediately pressed the 
blade against his neck. "Shut up you fuck! | thought you CARED! | thought you loved me, Scott, what the 
fuck?!" 


He laughed at her, kneeing her in her stomach and grabbing the knife from her. His eyes were huge. They 


screamed homicide. He hadn't slept in over a week. They were shooting up too much ice. 


"I killed the wrong one," Scott went on, those dark eyes blazing into Nicky's sad, bright ones. "I should've killed 
you. Not fucking Gary." 


"HE FUCKING RAPED ME!" 

Scott laughed, eyeing her down. "You allowed him to. NICOLE” 

"DONT FUCKING CALL ME THATI!" 

"SHUT YOUR FAT FUCKING LIPS!" He screamed, tossing the knife on the ground and burying his fists into her 
face. Blood leaked out from her forehead where he had split the skin. She shrieked, trying to run away, but he 
tugged her back to him, slapping her across her cheek. "SEE WHAT YOU MADE ME D0?!" 

She fell to her knees, sobbing. 

"Take it off, you lard ass SLUT” 

She shook her head, but refused to look at him. She was scared he was going to hit her again. Nicky screamed 
when Scott violently picked her up from the ground and tossed her onto the bed. He tore off her clothes and 
penetrated her. She squirmed, shrieking in pain, trying to get away. She couldn't. 

Suddenly images flashed through her mind. 


Her father, Gary. 


There was blood everywhere. They had him locked up in a vault out in the middle of no where. No one seemed 


to care that Gary went missing. No one was a fan of Nicky's dad. 
Scott kept cutting off chunks of his skin Gary lived for two weeks in there. Bleeding, screaming. 


"Please, Nicole, forgive me PLEASE | BEG YOU!" He had screamed while she watched Scott take a hammer to 


his hands to break all of his fingers. 


All she did was laugh at him. Told him he deserved everything he was getting. That she hopes he'll enjoy hell 


that is waiting for his presence. 


A flash of her dad with no skin on his face bore before her. He was screaming. His eyes were gouged out. He 


was dying. 

"NICOLE PLEASE! Please! PLEASE NICOLE!" 
The blood.. 

There was so much blood.. 
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Nicky jotted up from the bed. A horrifying scream escaped from her. Layne jumped € held her. She kept trying 


to escape from him. 
"| need to throw up | need to purge | need to NOW PLEASE LAYNE FUCKING GET OFF OF ME--" 


"Nicky, stop it," he said calmly, forcing her to lay back down. She looked horrible. She had been there for a 
month. Got up to 80 pounds but she went through hell and back and ever since she finally got full on sober, 
she always woke up like this. Layne had to give her large amounts of ambien in order to sleep. Before the sleep 


medication she refused to. 


"LL. killed him it's my fault!" Nicky shrieked, squirming under Layne who was straddling her € holding her down. 
He stroked her black hair away from her face and wiped the tears from her cheeks. "I fucking killed him!" 


Layne held her € kissed her. He thought it would help but instead it made her worse. 


"QUIT TOUCHING ME! IM NOT A WHORE! STOP TOUCHING, ME GET AWAY!" She screamed, her eyes bleeding 


terror. 


"JERRY!" Layne shouted, turning to the door of their bedroom. He sighed with relief when he saw the door 
open and the scrawny blonde glaring at the two of them. He handed Layne an already packed bowl € a lighter. 
"Thank you," Layne muttered, turning back to Nicky. He handed it to her, watching her as she lit the bowl and 


took a monstrous hit, coughing hysterically. 


"Dreaming about your dad again..?" Jerry asked, leaning on the door frame. He was pissed when he found out 
Nicky was back. Still, he couldn't turn her down. He knew the good sides to her. He knew that the hard drugs 
were the culprit and he wanted to help. Plus she looked like she was just a day or two away from dying. He 
couldn't just toss her out knowing she would die. Jerry couldn't live with that. 


‘lm not fucking EATING today,” Nicky spat after her third hit. 


Layne sighed, falling onto his side next to her. He grimaced when he saw the bones that still jutted from her. 


"You're fucking eating." 


"You cant MAKE ME," she spat, viciously toking up faster on the pipe. Her eyes went bloodshot and she sat 
up, still crying, pinching the loose skin on her bicep. "lm nothing but a fat fucking whore...” 


Layne shook his head, glaring over at Jerry who looked basically mortified. "You're a pile of bones € you're not 


a whore, Nicky. You need to eat. If you don't, we're taking you back to the hospital” 
She narrowed her eyes at Layne. "You can't make me go back." 
Layne smirked, brows raised. "I have my ways." 


She groaned, taking one more huge hit from the pipe. She choked back coughs, handing the bow! to Layne. Nicky 


raised a brow in amusement as she watched him toke up on it. 


"Wake ‘n baaaake," Layne blurted, forcing a laugh. He grunted as he watched Nicky roll her eyes at him. "You 


can be mad at me all you want. But | saved your life." 

"Why would you want to," she growled, watching Jerry as he disappeared down the stairs. 
Layne kissed her softly on her neck, gazing into those eyes. "Because | love you." 

"You fucking shouldn't" 

He grabbed her and held her, wiping more tears from her eyes. "Well, | love you anyways." 
"You're in love with a fucking monster." 

Layne laughed, holding her tighter. "What makes you think I'm not a monster as well?" 


"You never killed your fucking father.” 


Benzodiazepine 


Erica € Mike couldn't hold back their laughter, watching Sean as he did a Down syndrome version of Bob Dylan 


"Daaaaahh answer maaaaah FRIEND!" Sean paused, chugging on his bottle of tequila. He suddenly twitched out, 
his hand bumping up against his chest. "IS-BLOWINNNN-IN-DAAAAAH! WIND!" He reached over to try to grab 
Layne, who was currently in the middle of doing a few lines of crushed up Xanax. His muscular body thumped 


down on the ground, Mike's poor acoustic bashing against the wall. 
Mike jolted up, grabbing his guitar before Sean could get it. "AYE, what the fuck, man?!" 


Sean started cracking up in hysterical laughter, his long dark hair knotted € covered his beat-red drunken face. 
"DA ANSWAAAAH TIZ BLOWIN IN DA WINDIII" 


Layne shook his head, a grin smeared across his stoned face as he shared a look with Mike. "I told you it'd be 


a bad idea to let his hammered ass play on your alverez, dude." 


Suddenly, the door to the bathroom in Erica € Mike's living room swung open. A drunk € stoned Nicky came 
stumbling out. Her scrawny body came plummeting on the ground next to Sean. She couldn't help but to choke 
back giggles when Sean grabbed her, holding her tight so she couldn't escape. 


"SHE'S MINE NOW!" Sean shrieked, winking over at Layne. "You're gonna have to find another schmexy betch to 
fondle." 


Layne shot up from the seat next to the coffee table, jumping ontop of him. "If you take her, you're gonna 


have to take me, tool" 


"Ohhhhh, motherfucking THREESOME, man!" Mike barked, giggling. He pushed Erica onto the floor next to the 


three twisted idiots. "Lezzzzz make it a five-some..." 


"HELL FUCKING NO!" Nicky shrieked, grabbing layne's hand when she got the chance € falling ontop of him on 


the couch. She kissed him ferociously, beaming back up at the rest of them. "Layne's aaaaall mine.." 


Layne smiled up at her, yanking out a cigarette from his pack in his leather jacket pocket. He eyed her as he 
watched her flick her lighter on it, teasingly biting at his neck. "Heeey, you're gonna give me hickey's, you 


crazy woman." He grumbled, smirking. 


"Yaaaah, Nicky, he's got a VERY important job interview to attend tomorrow," Sean yelled, laughing when Nicky 
rolled those huge red eyes. He forced his drunken self back up off the carpet, falling back into the recliner € 
grabbing Mike's guitar again. Mike didn't even seem to care, sucking face with Erica. "Feels FANTASTIC, being 
the fifth wheel." He blurted sarcastically. 


Erica tore her face away from Mike. "Then take my goddamn advice and go back out with Mike's sister." 


"FUUUUCK THAT! Sean shouted. He raised an amused brow when he caught a dirty look from Mike. "Sorry, 


man, but your sister is a raging bitch!" 


Layne snorted back a laugh as he watched Mike's face burn with anger. He shrugged, wrapping his skinny arms 


around Nicky. "Sorry, Mike.. But FUCK, the truth is brutal.” 

Nicky chuckled, sucking on her bottle of grey goose vodka. "Is she really?" 

Layne's eyes widened when they rolled back to look at her. "There's a reason why you haven't met her yet." 
"Oh, shut the fuck up, Layne!" Mike growled, taking erica's hand to stand back up. He plopped down on the couch 
next to Nicky, dipping his finger into the blue powder on the coffee table ¢ rubbing his gums. "Like your sister 
is any better." 


Layne nodded, laughing. "That's why Nicky hasn't met her also." 


"How is Mike's sis a bitch, though?" Nicky pressed, eyes back on Sean He was strumming a few random chords 
on the guitar. 


"She's really fucking controlling," he muttered. He narrowed his eyes at Mike when he burst out in laughter. 
"You only say that ‘cause she wanted you to slow the heck down on drinking.’ 


Both the couples broke down in laughter when Sean yanked his bottle of tequila out of Mike's hand. "At least | 
don't eat fucking Valium and Xanax likes its candy," he slurred, taking a giant swig from the bottle. 


"At least | get laid every day." 


"OHI MAN! Fucking burn," Layne shrieked, giggling lightly as he took a drag off his smoke. He turned to give 
Nicky the rest of his smoke. His brows curled in a mixture of concern € pity when he noticed her face had 
turned a pale green "You okay, babe?" 


Nicky grabbed her stomach, stumbling back into the restroom. She didn't even shut the door behind her, 


causing everyone else to exchange worried looks when they heard her puking. 


Layne got back up from the couch € tapped into the restroom. He shut the door behind him, quickly grabbing 
Nicky's now shoulder-length black hair € holding it away from her face so none of her vomit could splash up 
in it. "| told you it was a bad idea to do benzos with booze, sweetie," he muttered calmly. He rubbed her back 
as she choked back coughs. 


"Yeah, | kinda over did it." she squeaked. A pale trembling hand reached over to the sink, turning the tap on so 


she could rinse out her mouth ¢ wash her hands. 


"Wanna head back home?" He asked. He bent over € flushed the toilet, grimacing at the yellow substance in the 
toilet. "You should eat something, babe.. Let's head home." 


She grumbled € rolled her eyes. Sighing, she nodded her head when she turned to see that look Layne always 


seemed to give her. "Yeah, | guess.. Damnit, | was having fun for once." 

Layne shrugged, grinning at her as he wrapped his arms around her tiny waist. "We could always have more 
fun when we get back home," he hinted. He wetted his lips € kissed her along her jaw line. ".could give each 
other a good old-fashioned fucking..then | could cook you some of my world-famous buffalo wings--" 

"Dear LORD, the calories in those things though." 

Layne rolled his eyes, spinning her around to glare back in the mirror. He lifted her shirt, making her giggle and 
try to squirm away. "No no no, look at yourself," he grumbled. She sighed € allowed him to lift her shirt, his 
hands running down along the ridges of her rib cage. "Look at yourself, babe," he whined, watching her eye 
herself. "You still need to gain 20 or more pounds..you're still skinny as fuck" 

She tugged her shirt back down. "I weigh 15, | don't need to gain that much." 

He rolled his eyes, "you should." 


"| don't want to be as fat as | was when | left you." 


"You were NOT fat when you weighed 120, are you serious right now?!" He shrieked, turning her back around 


so she could face him. "You looked hot as fuck back then" 
"Fine. I'll eat your stupid chicken wings." 
Layne laughed, squeezing her hand. "You make it out like I'm torturing you. Its fucking food for christ's sake!" 


Nicky bit her lip € nodded to the door, pushing it open. She sighed when she looked up to see Sean towering 
over her, that worried look still twisting his face. "You okay..? You didn't.uh..make yourself, did you--" 


"OH MY GOD LAYNE!" Nicky shouted, glaring back at her man. "You DIDNT!!!" 
I'm worried about you..” 


Nicky let out an irritated groan, tapping over to the coffee table to quickly rub more Xanax into her gums € 
grab her purse. She glared back over at Layne. "I'll be waiting outside," she snapped, stomping out the door. 


Mike raised his brows, glaring over at him. "I told you it wasn't smart to tell Sean.he always fucks up shit like 


that: 


Sean groaned, sitting back down in the recliner. "Fucking shit, man, why are you always right." He smiled when 


he heard Erica giggling at him. 
Layne rolled his eyes. "Fuck." 


Erica got up, yanking out a tiny bag of crystal-ish-pink powder € setting it in Layne's hand. "Molly ALWAYS 
begged me out after getting pissed off.just sayin--" 


"ERICA! | thought we were gonna--" 
She shushed Mike up, laughing again. "Don't worry, we have more in the..bedroom..” 


"Goddamnit, | really do need another BALLLL N CHAAAIN!" Sean whined. He grinned over at Layne when he heard 
him bust out laughing. 


"I keep telling you, Sean." Erica stammered, winking at him. 


He sighed, swiping his hair out of his face € playing with his nose ring. He tilted his head, an imaginary light 


bulb shining above him. "Do you happen to have a twin sister, Erica?" 


Layne shook his head, pocketing the drugs € turning to open the door. "ALRIGHT! I'm not going to watch this 


awkward scenario pan out." 

Erica broke down in tears laughing. She shook her head at Mike, who had rage written all over his face. 

"Peace out, Layne," Sean muttered. He raised his brow at Erica "So? Twin sister? Yes? No?" 

"Fucking NO Sean, seriously?!" Mike shrieked. 

Layne laughed as he slunk out the door. His mood suddenly faltered when he saw his pissed off girlfriend 
leaning up against his Harley Davidson. He scratched at his brow as he watched her snap on her helmet. "You 
look ready as ever to head back." 

She rolled his eyes at him. "Well, it's nice to know that you let all your friends in on my little secret." 

Layne jumped on his motorcycle € patted her bone-hand that was resting against his belly. "They weren't 
really all that surprised when | told them you have anorexia." He muttered, his motorcycle grumbling loudly as 


he turned the key in the ignition. 


‘tm still not fucking cool with it," she shouted. Her head began to spin as she watched the trees € houses 
swipe past her. She squeezed her eyes shut. "Really fucking dumb idea.” 


"What?! Them knowing you're anorexic or the fact that you decided to mix alcohol with benzodiazepines?!" 
She grunted in irritation, squeezing him tighter. 

"HEY! You're gonna make me ralph all over the damn place!" Layne shrieked. 

Nicky laughed. "So, what was a dumb idea?!" 


"Fuck, never mind! If you're gonna be like that!" He smirked as he heard her cute little laugh. No matter how 
she was acting, that laugh always brightened the mood. "You're so fuckin cute, you know that?!" 


"Yeah, would be sad if | gained another 20 pounds!" 

"Aaaand now the mood has been ruined." He muttered. 

"What?!" 

Layne grumbled, twisting the key to his motorcycle off when they got up to the house driveway. "Nothing," he 
said, his brows raised as he took Nicky's helmet off for her. He giggled at her helmet hair, smoothing it out € 
taking her hand. 


"Geesh, you haven't acted this excited since the day we escaped rehab with Alex--" 


"SHHHH!" Layne shushed, his eyes wandering around the rooms of the house as they ran towards the stairs. "| 


don't want Jer to know what we did.” 
"Erica already knows," she whispered back. 


Layne smacked his forehead, falling down on the mattress on their bedroom. "And you're mad at me for telling 


my friends, who care about you might | add, that you suffer from a really really BAD eating disorder?!" 
She shrugged, biting back a smile. "| learned hypocrisy from the best" 


Layne smirked, tugging the bag of ecstasy out of his pocket € slamming it on their night stand. He laughed as 
he watched his fellow junkie girlfriend shriek with excitement. 


| haven't fucked on this shit in a minutelll" She blubbered, a gigantic smile creased on her scrawny face. 


Layne kissed her softly. "Erica gave me this when you made you're dramatic exit" He opened up the bag, 
winking at her. "You'd be a bad ass actress, you know that?" 


"Not if | weighed 120 pounds," she growled, face twisted in disgust. 


Layne rolled his eyes as he got out a card from his wallet € made 2 huge lines. He yanked the straw out of 
Nicky's hand € snorted it up, falling onto his back. He watched her with curiosity as she did her line, sniffling 
cutely as she smiled back at him. His eyes suddenly widened when they landed on her nose, making him run into 
the restroom £ hand her a towel. 

"what's up?" She asked, glaring at the rag. 


"You're nose is bleeding." 


"Oh shit," she mumbled. She covered her nose with it, grimacing when she pulled it away to see the blood. "I 


think we're doing a bit TOO MUCH shit with Mike and Erica..." 

Layne shrugged. "Fuck it 

She gave him a pointed look. "Isn't this considered relapsing?" 

Layne smirked. "Socially acceptable relapsing." 

Nicky rolled her glowing turquoise eyes. "Oh, so since we're not banging shit, we're okay..2" 
"Eh. Not doing H. Not doing meth..” 

"but we're doing blow and x and acid." She murmured. 

Layne sighed. "Please don't be a buzz killer. | need this.” 


She lit a cigarette, slowly tugging the towel away from her face. She sighed with relief when she realized her 
nose finally stopped bleeding. "We're still considered junkies.. We're not sober." 


Layne groaned, sitting up on the bed. He swiped her hair out of her face € pressed his lips against her 
forehead. "Let's talk about this tomorrow...” 


She sighed. "You say that every fucking night.. 


"| mean it this time.." 


Pin-Prick 


Nicky stirred out of the covers on the bed. She ran to the bathroom, purging, crying. Yet another nightmare 
about her father.. 


Shock over-came her when she went To rinse out her mouth. 
Where's Layne? 


She glared over at the bed, tearing up to see that he wasn't there. It was odd. He was usually always there. 
Plus he promised he would speak to her about their drug use. 


Nicky tugged on a pair of new jeans Layne had bought her not too long ago, tugging her hair into a pony tail. 
She didn't even bother to fix her make-up as she jotted down the stairs, tugging on a pair of nike's. 


"JER?!" She called out, lighting up a Marlboro. She peaked into the living room, sighing with relief when she 
spotted him reclining in the couch, packing a bowl. 


He glanced up at her, his brow creased. "Where's Layne?" He asked her, suddenly sitting up. 


| was about to ask you the same," she groaned, leaning against the wall. "Do you think he might be at 


Mike's..?" 
He shrugged. "Either that or him and Mike and Erica are at Sean's apartment." 


She nodded to the door of the house. "Do you mind giving me a ride over to Mike € Erica's?" She asked. 


Tears stood in her eyes when she noticed Jerry's hesitation. "lm worried about him.. He's been.well.." 


Jerry grunted, getting up from his couch. He light up one of his red's. "Don't tell me they're using again," he 


growled. 


She watched him as he stomped into the kitchen, jamming his wallet into his denim jacket € jingling his car 
keys. "What do you mean by that..2" she asked, following him out the door to his red pick-up truck. 


He opened the passenger seat door for her, jumping into his driver's seat ¢ starting up his truck His teeth 
dug into his cigarette anxiously as he turned out of the driveway, screeching down the street. "Mike and 
Layne have.history.. 


"What in God's name do you mean by history?!" Nicky shrieked. Tears rolled down her cheeks. She suddenly 
felt insecure € flipped down the blinder, glaring into her reflection $ fixing her smeared eyeliner. "Don't tell me 
they used boy together..." 


"What the fuck is boy?" Jerry glowered. He parallel-parked his car across the street from Mike's tiny little 
2-bedroom home, groaning when he noticed Layne's motorcycle parked by Erica's 2001 silver Volkswagen bug. 
"Fuck." he muttered, jumping out of the vehicle. 


"What?!" Nicky yelled She ran up to him, stopping him. "What do you know that | don't?" she demanded, arms 


planted at his sides so he couldn't move away. 

Jerry sighed, his head dropping into his palm. “They've..done drugs..together." 

She laughed € shrugged. "I already knew that" 

His brow creased, face ringing red. “Are they still fucking doing it?!" 

She rolled her eyes. "I met him in rehab. What makes you think I'm the picture of fucking sobriety?" 


He shook his head at her, stomping to the front door. He sneakily opened it, placing a hand against Nicky's 
mouth to let her know not to speak. The both of them snuck into the living room. No one to be seen.. 


They heard Layne's laughter muffled in the room down the hall. Quietly, they crept near the door frame of 
the room. Nicky had to place her hand over her mouth, shock overcoming her as she watched the scene play 


out. 


It was just Layne € Mike. Layne was sat near the computer desk across the way, holding a bottle cap over a 
candle. He had a devious grin smeared across his face, every once in a while glancing over at Mike, who had a 


tourniquet tied tight on his bicep. His arm was beat red, tapping out bubbles out of a syringe. 


"So, this stupid cunt phlebotomist couldn't even find my vein, man," Mike continued, snickering. "I kept telling 
her to just let me do it, you know? The bitch didn't even tie the tourniquet tight enough!" 


Layne shook his head, biting back a laugh as he set down the bottle cap on his desk. He grabbed an empty 
syringe, sucking up the liquid € tapping out the bubbles himself. He bit onto the needle as he dug into his 
pocket € yanked out a tennis shoe string, tying it taught around his arm. "How long has she been sticking 


people? Thats fucking nuts dude, | can see your veins from here." 


Mike smirked. "She told me that they only train them on the job now," he muttered. He grinned when he 
heard Layne laugh again, yanking the tourniquet off his arm € injecting himself. His eyes went lazy as he sunk 


down into the seat, groaning. “Goddamn it gets me every time.." 
"Maybe | should be a fucking phlebotomist," Layne continued. He stuck his arm, shutting his eyes lightly as he 
pushed the plunger on the syringe down. He bit his lip, laughing to himself. "Fuck, man, he never seizes to 


surprise me... 


"Who? You're good ‘ol friend of yours?!" Nicky blurted, stepping into the room. She had her arms crossed 


stubbornly over her chest. 
"Sup, Nicky," Mike said nonchalantly. He smirked over at Jerry. 


Layne untied the shoe string, his eyes slanted towards his angry girlfriend. He still had that sloppy grin 


creased in his stoned face. "Aye, sexy, long time no see." 


Mike choked a laugh, his arms crossed over his stomach. "God damn, this shit always hurts my tummy." He 
whimpered, slightly grimacing. 


Layne turned to him, his grin wider. "Awe, poor baby, want some tum-tums?" 
They both cracked up. 
"Aye! You didn't answer my fucking question!" Nicky interrupted the junkie show splayed out infront of her. 


Layne was still laughing, wiping tears of joy from his eyes. "Whaaaaaaaaat do you want? Heh?" He gestured 


to his crotch, winking at her. "You want some of this, babaaaay???" 
Mike shook his head, chuckling, his stoned eyes lightly falling shut. "I'm nodding off man." 
Layne smirked, brows raised. "Me too." 


"Your GOOD OL FRIEND?!" Nicky went on. She groaned, tapping her foot with impatience. "Gee, | forgot how 
fucking retarded heroin addicts are..." 


Mike smiled. "Oh, you mean Jordan? That guys cool as fuck, man. Gives me discounts.." 


"I knew you guys were still doing this crap," Jerry interjected. He scowled as he watched Layne laugh 


carelessly at him. 


"Fuck, Jer, you've always been a Buzz Killington," Layne muttered quietly. He grabbed a bag from the desk of 
black tar and shook it at him. "You want some? It'll veg you the FUCK out” 


Mike snorted. "Layne..dude.just no. You sound like a fag." 
"How does that sound faggoty?" 


"GOD YOU GUYS ARE FUCKING RETARDED!" Nicky screamed. She stomped over to Layne and smacked him 
across the face, waking him up from nodding off. "WAKE THE FUCK UP!" 


"lm awake" Layne blurted snidely. Him € Mike giggled. 


"I thought you were done with this shit!" Jerry shouted He pointed at Mike. "Especially you." 


Mike raised a brow, eyes slanted back to Layne. His hand cupped his mouth, attempting to hide his giggling. 
"Fucking shaaaat..fucking YOU." 


Layne smacked himself across the face. "Waaaaake uuuup!" 


They both laughed again. Layne slumped over into the office chair, scratching at his neck His brow creased 
with pleasure. "Fuck this is some good fucking SHIT. | love Jordan" 


Nicky sighed, turning back to Jerry. She shrugged. "It's pointless talking to them like this. We might as well 
go back." She turned back to Layne, analyzing how he blatantly ignored her, still giggling like a 5-year-old at a 
birthday bash. Immediately, she got irritated, following Jerry out of the room. 


"Heyl" Layne shouted, running out the door of the house € grabbing Nicky's hand. "Hey, are you mad at me?" 
he muttered, his body slumping lazily. 


She shook her head at him. "You look fucking ridiculous, you know that?" 
Layne smirked. "You still love me" 

"| don't know anymore," she growled. She spun back around. 

"Hey! Don't be like that, babe. Tell me you love me.’ 

She rolled her eyes as she started to walk across the street. "You told me last night that you were going to 
talk to me about the shit we have been doing. And then | find you banging boy with Mike?! How long have 


you guys been doing this behind Jer and l's backs?!" 


Layne whimpered € wrapped his arms around her. He broke down in tears when she tugged herself away 


from him. 

"HOW LONG?!" She screamed. "Fucking answer the question you idiot!" 

"Since you left." 

"WHAT THE FUCK LAYNE?!" Jerry shouted from his truck. "YOU FUCKING LIED TO ME AGAIN?!" 

"You have no fucking idea, Jerry! You don't know what it's like! | lost Demri, then | thought | lost Nicky!" 


"YOU ARE FUCKING PATHETIC!" Jerry screamed in disbelief. Before Layne could respond, he jumped into his 


truck £ slammed the door. 


"I thought | lost you." Layne went on. 
Nicky sighed, biting her lip. "Did you try to quit when you got me back?" 
He licked his lips anxiously. "Yeah... The withdrawal was unbearable." 


More tears escaped her. She held him for a moment, her eyes planted on her shoes. "I don't know whether 


to be upset or not.." 


"Don't be," he muttered, running his hand through her hair. "Come back in.. We have plenty of it, really 
fucking good shit. | know you wanna bang it.." 


She laughed. "I'd rather have meth." 


"Fuck that, that's all unnatural crap.. Battery acid and shit," he grinned at her, gripping her hand. "Heroir's all 


na-sure-elle. Won't make your face break out into a road map unlike that crap." 


She broke down crying again. She shook her head, glaring into his blue eyes. "This isn't right, Layne." 


Nod Out 


Layne woke up to his body aching. His flesh literally felt like it was rotting. Sitting up in his bed, he glanced 
down at Nicky. He wiped his forehead that was seeping with sweat. Gulping down his nerves, his shaky hand 
slowly opened the trap on the side of his nightstand. Didn't have dope, but he had some morphine patches Mike 
had given to him before they left the day Jerry € Nicky caught him in the act. 

He tugged one out € sucked out the substance, eyes wandering back at Nicky. He knew she would be pissed if 
she found out he had back-up. He couldn't help it, though..the pain from opiate withdrawal is miserable. Jerry 
€ her had to go out and buy him heating pads € gastrointestinal medicine. He grimaced, thinking of when he 
woke up doubling over in pain the other day, accidentally shitting his pants. 


"Layne," Nicky moaned. She rolled over, eyes wide when she noticed him sucking on the patch. "What the fuck 


are you doing?!" 


He sighed € sucked the rest of the patch's substance out. He shakily tossed it into the bin, his eyes glued to 
her. "Back up.. 


She groaned, sitting up on the bed "What the fuck am | gonna do with you?" 
Layne rolled his eyes. "You had back-up when you were coming off ice." 


‘Pssssh..all | had was one fucking adderall," she eyed the pile of morphine patches in Layne's nightstand. "Not an 
entire fucking stash. How much did all that shit cost?!" 


He smirked, shrugging. "Not much." 
"Maybe not for your every day rockstar junkie, no." 
Layne wrapped his arms around her. "It'll be okay." 


She tugged his arms off of her € got up from the bed. "No it fucking won't. | got off ice for you, why can't 


you do the same for me and get off the damn opiates?!" 


He reached over and grabbed another patch, peeling it open licking up the sticky goo. "Well, I'm not all 


emaciated and homeless from it." 
"If you were poor like any other doper, you would be." She groaned € decided to grab a patch of her own. 
"Hey! That's my shit," Layne whined, reaching his hand out to her. 


She slapped his arm away from her. She raised a brow at him. "I should go out and buy some fucking addys if 


you're gonna continue to do this shit" 


Layne sighed € lied back down on his back, scratching an itch on his shoulder. "Heroin at least doesn't make you 
fucking nuts." 


Nicky forced a laugh. "Are you serious right now?!" 

He nodded. Those blue eyes watched her as she grabbed all of the empty patches € tossed them into the 
trash bin. She disappeared into the bathroom, making Layne rest his ear against it to make sure she wasn't 
throwing up. 

"Don't even try," she called out from the crack of the door. 

"Try what?!" 


"To stop me. If you're going to continue to kill yourself, I'm going to continue my shit, too," she growled. 


Layne grimaced when he heard the dry-retching. He tried to turn the knob to the door open but she had it 
locked. "Nicky, don't do this... 


"Don't continue your suicide and I'll stop mine." 

Layne sighed, eyes back on his night stand. "What are we gonna do with the patches?" 

The door opened, Nicky waltzing back to the bed. She flopped down on it. "We could sell em." 
Layne snorted back a laugh. "I'm not going to prison, thank you.." 

"Ill give em to Jer," she spat, piling the patches into her arms. 

Layne jolted over to her, shaking his head at her. "Don't do that, he'll toss them out," he pleaded, 


She rolled her eyes at him. "Do you want another dead girlfriend, or do you want to continue to kil yourself 
with drugs?" 


"This isn't fair." he whimpered, brows creased with anxiety. 


She rolled her eyes. "What isn't fair is that Jer still puts up with our junkie shit. Even though he's stated a 


numerous amount of times that if we relapsed, he would kick us out." 
Layne smirked. "Jer would never kick us out" 


She gave him a pointed look. "I know. You're fucking using him. It's disgusting." 


Layne shrugged. "Everyone uses me, so | consider it fair." 


"Nothing about this is fair, Layne. You're being a pompous prick" She opened the door to their bedroom, 
starting down the stairs with his batch of morphine. 


Layne followed her. "What the fuck are you gonna do with that? Thats mine." 
Its not anymore," she growled, knocking on Jerry's bedroom door. 


Jerry opened it, a blank expression overcoming his face as he looked at the pile of morphine patches in her 


arms. He sighed. "Just drop them on my bed, I'll do something with them." 


"Its good to know you're still a good friend,’ she commented. She placed them on the mattress, glaring 


pointedly at Layne. "Even though you've been LIED TO so many times. 
Layne rolled his eyes. "Come on, don't be like that." 

The both of them glared at him. 

He shrugged. "What?! So, | fucked up, K? Shit like this happens when you're an addict 


"Way too often when you're a Layne Staley," Nicky scoffed, tapping out of Jerry's room. She ignored him when 


he tried to hold her. "You're fucking ridiculous. Sometimes | wonder why I'm still with you." 
"Babe." he sighed, biting his lip. His red eyes watered. "Come on." 


"Do you have any idea how pissed off everyone is?" She asked. She rolled her eyes and slumped into the living 
room, lighting up a cig. "Especially your mother." 


"My mom knows?!" He shrieked. 
"Fucking DUH" 

"You told her?!" 

She nodded 


"WHY IN THE FUCK DID YOU TELL HER?!" Layne screamed. His skin burned crimson. Those blue eyes glanced to 
the door of the house. His body shook as he glanced back at Nicky. "What did she say." 


"She's not talking to you or seeing you until you're legitimately clean for a year," Nicky answered. Her voice 
was cold Ẹ dry, her patience cut thin 


Layne bit his lip, turning to look at Jerry. His friends had no words for him. His expression was about as dry 
as Nicky's tone. It pushed him over to the edge, his legs fleeing him to the key rack in the kitchen € opening 
the front door. 


"What the fuck do you think you're doing?!" Nicky shouted, jumping up from the couch. "You're high as fuck 
off morphine! What the fuck are you gonna do anyways?! It's 10 in the morning!” 


Layne forced a sadistic grin. “I'm leaving.’ 


"What do you mean you're leaving?" Nicky growled. Her eyes narrowed, them sliding to share a look with 


Jerry. Jerry just seemed to stand there uninterested. He's seen this act from Layne a million times before. 


"I'm doing what everyone expects of me," Layne slurred He stepped out the door € jogged to his motorcycle. 
‘lm heading to Jordan's," he called out to Nicky, slipping his motorcycle glasses on. "I'm done using Jerry 
now" He glared up at her, his face suddenly gone cold. "And I'm fucking done with you, cunt" 


Nicky's jaw dropped. For once in her life she had no idea what to say. Never in Layne € her's entire 
relationship did Layne ever call her such a thing. Her eyes watered as she watched him burn out of the 


driveway. 


Salvation 


He jolted from the squeaky old motel mattress, stick-arms wrapped tight around his abdomen. Tears 
streamed down his ghostly face as he bent over the bed where the bucket was. The barf cascaded from his 
lips, gasping frantically when he finished. 


Shaky hands immediately pounced on the already prepared heroin needle € the broken rubber band beside it. It 
was almost a blur how fast he tied the band taught around his wrist € injected himself into his hand. Finally, 
he could breath. 


His skeletal body slumped back down on the bed. A grimace wrinkled his face as his hand rested on his rib 
cage. His stomach $ intestines were killing him. He had been locked up inside this shitty motel for a month 
now € he hadn't had a bowel movement in eight days. 


Blue eyes glanced around the room, a sigh escaping him. It was a complete mess. Crumpled papers from failed 
attempts of writing Jerry € his mother apology letters matted the floor. There was a pile of soda cans ¢ 
booze bottles in the corner of the room next to his bed. Used syringes were literally all over the place. He 
could even feel one sticking him in his back. He didn't even care to remove it. He didn't care about anything 


anymore. 


After years of trying to be with the right girl, he had made up his mind that no matter what, he'll be stuck 
with a crazy unappreciative bitch. He tried to look at it in a positive light, but there's no other way to 
describe it. Literally every woman (more like GIRL) that he has dated ended up being terrible for him. And no 
matter how hard he tried to help them, it was like they couldn't hear what he was saying. And they couldn't 


see how much he truly loved them. 


He's given up. On everything. All he's been doing since he left Jerry's house was call Jordan € buy heroin. He 
didn't even bother with speed anymore, he's been traumatized by it ever since Nicky. He never allowed Jordan 
to linger either. He spent his days lonely € dragged out, scribbling notes of self-pity to the only people who 
truly gave a shit about him. His heart went out to his mother € Jerry. They tried so hard to help him. 
They tried just as hard as he tried with bitches like Demri € Nicky. He felt like he fit into the same category 
as those girls € it disgusted him. 


He licked his lips, thirst € hunger now tormenting him. He hadn't ate in 3 days € he hadn't had anything to 


drink since yesterday morning. He tried to drink the tap water but the taste always made him vomit. 


A groan escaped him as he sat up, debating on whether or not he should head over to the store across the 
street to pick himself up something to drink. 


‘| need a fucking enema or something," he grumbled to himself. He cringed again when his abdomen cramped 
up. Defeated by his physical needs, he stood up € pulled his jeans on. Yet again he had to get his pocket knife 


out to make another belt notch. He had been dropping weight like crazy for obvious reasons. 


He threw on his leather jacket € his sock hat to conceal his greasy hair. With that, he was out the door € on 


his motorcycle, zipping across the street to the pharmacy parking lot. 


He kept his gaze on the ground. He tried his best to pretend that he didn't notice that everyone was staring 
at him. Inside he was dying though. Not only did his current appearance freak him out, but it scared 
complete $ utter strangers. The other week when he was in the liquor store, a man on the street asked him 
if he had cancer. The concern on his face was something Layne had never seen in his life. Apart of him 
wanted to apologize to him even though the guy obviously had no clue that Layne was doing this all to himself. 


He, dizzily, made his way to the back of the pharmacy, glaring at the colon cleansing kits before him. He had 
been in this position too many times. A weighted feeling on his chest commenced He forced himself to pick 
up one of the boxes € pretended like he was reading the information on the back. In reality, his vision was 
blurring ¢ the world seemed to be spinning. 


"Layne? ls that you?" He heard a female voice call. 


He turned his head. All he could see was blonde hair € green eyes. It couldn't have been his sister, though. 


His sister had a deeper voice € she was much taller. 
"Who..who are.." His body interrupted his words, collapsing hard onto the tiled ground. 


Everything went black. 


Another Chance 


When he woke up he was welcomed by the intro song to the sitcom Friends € the aroma of cinnamon apple. 
The air was fresh, unlike the usually thick smog he was used to breathing in his motel room. When his vision 
finally cleared, he realized he was in someone else's home. Lying in a soft couch. Glaring at the silky blanket 


that covered him, his brow curled with intrigue. 


Kitten-printed and pink? Obviously a chick's blanket, he thought to himself. He glared at the medium-sized 


tube TV, smirking when he saw Phoebe on the screen She was always his favorite character. 
Taps of heals on the wooden floor broke Layne's concentration. When he turned to see who it was, his heart 
fluttered. She was so beautiful. Long, blonde hair. Bright green eyes. Barely any make-up on her face Ẹ she 


was clothed in a classy peach-colored dress that ended just above the knee. 


Her smile brightened her face, making her look all the more gorgeous. She knelt down next to him, holding a 


glass of water infront of him. "Here, drink this," she ordered softly. 


He kept his gaze on her as he took a drink of the water. When she held a pill infront of him, he stopped, giving 


her a weird look. 

".do you even remember me?" She asked, her head tilted. 

Layne just blinked, still dumbfounded by how much of a knock-out she was. 

She smirked, gently taking the glass from Layne's hand. "Guess you don't recognize me because l'm not in my 
scrubs," she said, giggling sweetly. "I'm Trinity, the nurse that took care of you in the narcotic detox wing? 
You were Dr. Ryan's patient--" 

"I remember you," he croaked. He cringed at his voice, his eyes dropping away from her face in shame. 

She held up the pill again, beaming that white smile at him again. "It's suboxone." 

He bit his lip, glancing back at her. "That stuff gives me head-aches.." 

"Its better than going through opiate withdrawal, isn't it?" She asked. She smiled wide as she watched him 
take it from her € swallow it down. "I already gave you some earlier, when | first got you here." She got up 
from the floor, taking a seat next to the couch. "You've been passed out all day.. You're okay though, your 
pulse was low but it wasn't detrimental. Think you passed out from dehydration, either that or--" 


"Don't you have a husband or something." Layne interrupted, eyeing her. 


She gave him a confused look. "What?" 


"| mean.why would you take some stupid junkie in that you only know because his friends tossed him into a 
hospital,” he blurted. His face burned, immediately turning back away from her. His eyes stung with tears. "l 


mean, you're gorgeous, what the fuck would you want to do with someone like me..." 

Trinity sighed, placing her hand on his shoulder. She smirked sadly down at him as he turned back to look at 
her, a tear running down his cheek. "You just passed out right there in CVS, | couldn't just leave you there," 
she frowned, resting her head into the palm of her hand and gazing straight into his eyes. "You're a good 


person, Layne. Whether you recognize it or not.” 


"Lady!!! How would you know?" Layne snapped. His eyes widened when he realized what he called her. Just like 
back in the hospital. He grinned when he saw her laugh. 


"Is that my nickname from you now or something?" She asked him. She winked at him to let him know she 


was kidding. 


“Sorry... He squeaked, laughing lightly. Damn, this is the first time I've laughed in weeks.. His eyes watered 


again, making him squeeze them shut. 


"Don't be sorry, | think it's cute," she soothed, rubbing his shoulder. "But | know you're a good person. | could 
tell. You really care about your friends." 


Layne grunted, keeping his eyes on the television screen. “If | cared about my friends, why am | strung out 


again." 

"Your friends aren't good for you: 

Layne immediately sat up £ glared at her. 
‘Layne, you should lie down" 


"What do you mean they're not good for me?" He asked. His heart fluttered in his chest, holding up his hand 
to her. "Not that l'm offended! l'm just. don't know, no one's told me that." 


She smiled, "it's okay, Layne, | understood what you meant." She giggled as she watched him sigh with relief. 
"Your friends.. | mean.yeah, they helped you get into the hospital. They saved your life. But | could tell 
straight away that you were going to relapse when you got out. The first night you were in there, EVERY 
SINGLE ONE OF THEM showed up under the influence. Sean even allowed you to drink some of his alcohol--" 


"How do you know that?" Layne interrupted, scratching at his scalp nervously. 


She rolled her eyes. "I heard Mike yelling it from the hall, Layne.. l'm a nurse." 


Layne's eyes widened again. "Damn, lady, you're nosy." 


She laughed, watching him blush when he realized he called her ‘lady' again. "Anyways, also, Dr. Ryan is pretty 
upset that you escaped with Alex Scott Frea € Nicole Garder." 


"What the fuck, is his name actually Scott Frea?!" Layne exclaimed. 
She smiled, nodding. "Yeah, the whole staff found it pretty ironic." 
Layne smirked at her, chugging the rest of his water. "Am | in legal trouble for that." 


She shook her head. "You didn't steal the key card, Alex did," she said. "But | was upset to find out that you 


didn't continue with treatment." 

"Sorry," he muttered, his expression sullen. He immediately grimaced, his hand clutching his stomach. 
Trinity immediately tapped out of the room € came back with a mug Ẹ another pill. She handed it to him, 
watching him as his face twisted with confusion "It's a stool softener. assumed since you were looking at 
colon cleansers, you were blocked up..considering opiates can cause constipation." 


"Oh god that's embarrassing," he blurted, face red. 


She laughed as she watched him squirm in disgust after swallowing the pill and drinking the substance in the 
cup. "Its a protein shake." 


"Is fucking NASTY, what the fuck?!" Layne shrieked. He tried to hand it back to her but she wouldn't budge. 
"What the fuck are you trying to do to me, lady?!" 


‘lm trying to help you, geeze,” she laughed. "You're obviously vitamin deficient and there wasn't any ensure in 


CVS for some odd reason." 


He groaned when he caught her giving him that familiar stern look. He shut his eyes tight € gulped the 
protein shake down quickly, shoving it into her hand immediately afterwards. 


She laughed as she started back out the room. "You know, | really missed you," she called out from her 


kitchen. 
"| don't understand why." 


She tapped back into the room, giving him a sad look. "You really don't know how good of a person you really 


are, do you?" 


Layne bit his lip. He didn't know what to say to that. Well, he did, but he didn't want to admit it to a woman 


like Trinity. 


She placed her hand under his chin, making him look back up at her. "I'm going to help you. You deserve 
another chance.. You deserve to be happy.” 


He just sat there, shocked. He watched her graceful movements as she helped him lie back down on the bed, 


wrapping him up in her girly pink kitten blanket. This seemed too surreal to him. 


Could this be real..? 


Change of Scenery 


He didn't know what to feel. It seemed like all he could do anymore was analyze € take in his surroundings. In 


just the past week of staying with Trinity, his entire way of living did a full 180. 


Trinity smoked, but she didn't allow it in her house. Of course Layne followed this rule, but he constantly 
caught himself almost lighting a cigarette in her house like clockwork. Lucky for him, Trinity knew not to yell or 
freak out on him when he did this. She knew he was withdrawing, slowly, from opiates € that he easily got 
skittish. 


There wasn't any alcohol in her house. Heck, or any mind-altering substance, for that matter. Layne knew this 
because he searched her house one night when she was at work at the hospital. She didn't drink or take or 
smoke ANY drugs. It fascinated him. He had never seen anyone like that before in his life. 


What was the biggest change to him, though, was the respect € kindness he was receiving from her. He still 
was waiting for Trinity to show her ‘true colors’. To pop open a bottle of wine or maybe a bottle of norcos. To 
flip her lid on him € prove to him how snide / judgmental / envious / materialistic she was. Every time he 
assumed Trinity JUST might pull out her ‘surprise color wheel’, he was stunned. She was still the same person 
she had presented to him in the beginning. Only difference was that he knew more about her. 


He didn't know whether to like this or find discomfort in it. All he knew was that he was attracted to her. And 


that gave him more than enough of a reason to not pursue her. 


"Layne?" Trinity called out from the door to the patio. She grinned when she saw his pale angular face turn to 


her, cigarette in hand. 
"Yeah?" He asked. 
"Dinner's on the table." 


Layne wetted his lips € nodded. He tried to veer his eyes away from her, blushing when he ultimately failed. 


"0--okay," he stammered, eyes glued to her emerald ones. ".I'll be in once | finish my smoke." 
She winked at him before disappearing back into the house. 


Her backyard was beautiful. She lived right outside of Seattle, out in the country. Layne loved how the air 
smelled of pine instead of smoke € chemicals like in town. The landscape was gorgeous. Trees surrounded the 


home Ẹ out in the distance you could see the mountains. 


He took one last drag € stubbed out his cigarette. Bone-thin legs tapped back into the home from the roofed 
patio. His ocean blue eyes scanned Trinity's body. She was perfect, at least according to Layne. She wasn't 


skinny € she wasn't fat, she was right in the middle. She had that Marilyn Monroe-type figure, very hour- 


glass shaped. 
"Why are you staring at me?" Trinity asked, braking his trance. 


Layne gulped down his nerves € forced himself to glance down at the dining room table. "What's this?" He 
asked awkwardly. He felt his face burn as he kept his gaze on the bowls of soup. 


"Home made chicken noodle soup," she said. She sat down at the table, grinning up at Layne who continued to 


just stand there. "you wanna take a seat?" 

He shook his head and laughed nervously at himself as he plopped down in the chair. His skeletal hand fumbled 
with the spoon next to his bowl. Every time he tried to pick the silverware up, his trembling hand failed him, 
causing it to fall back down on the table. Trinity took notice € got up from her seat. 


She came back into the dining room in a matter of seconds, handing Layne another pill. "This should help with 


the tremors," she informed, those eyes meeting his tired, sunken ones. 

"Thanks," he mumbled. He gulped down the withdrawal med. His eyes darted around the table, them inevitably 
resting back on Trinity. She was minding her own business, sipping on her soup spoon as she tentatively had 
her nose in a book. Her hair was slightly tussled, yet it still looked great, framing her vibrant face € falling 
playfully just above her chest. Her cheeks were warm § pink, her lips rosy € delicately parted. 

"You're so beautiful," he blurted out. 

Trinity glared back at him, brow curled in amusement. "What, Layne?" 

His body stiffened. "Fuck, did | say that out loud.2" 


She nodded, laughing. 


An uncomfortable groan escaped his throat. His head fell in his hand, his face beat-red. “Sorry, | didn’t mean 
to say that." 


‘Layne, you're fine. You don't need to apologize to me" Her eyes fell to his untouched food. "Why aren't you 


eating?" 


He bit his lip, eyes watering. He scanned the worry on that flawless face. For some reason, it made him feel 


all the more guilty. He attempted to get up, jumping slightly when he felt trinity's hand ontop of his. 
"Please eat," she begged. "You're underweight.” 


"lll eat later," he grumbled, standing up. 


Trinity stood up, her arms crossing stubbornly. "You never eat," she commented. Her eyes swept his body. 
It scared her, how his clothes hung off of him loosely as though they were on a clothes hanger. His eyes 
were huge € sunken € seemed to bulge out through his slightly overgrown curly blonde hair. "Why aren't you 


taking care of yourself?" 
Layne's gaze slink away from her's. He played with his hands. 


Please tell me.." Trinity continued. She grabbed ahold of Layne's hand and squeezed. Those vibrant eyes bore 


into his. "You can tell me. I'm not going to judge you. | care." 


A warm tear rolled down his face. "I'm a disappointment," he squeaked, sniffling back more tears. "I hurt 


everyone around me. l'm human waste, just a piece of shit.” 


Trinity wrapped her arms around him. She rubbed his back when she heard him sob. "Layne, it's okay,” she 
soothed. "You're going to make it up to those people. And you're NOT human waste, you have a disease." 


"No one forced me to use dope," he argued. As much as he wanted to continue to hold her, he let go, falling 


back into his seat at the table. "I did this all to myself." 
"But you want to stop, right?" 


Layne quickly scanned her over. He rubbed the tears from his eyes. "More than anything," he whimpered. "I 
just don't know how." He covered his face with his hands, sobbing again. "I'm so stupid." 


She knelt down to his level, making him glare into her eyes. "If you were stupid, you wouldn't want to get 
better. You wouldn't be here, with me, fighting to get sober." Her soft hand reached up to his face, brushing 
his hair off of it. Her lips pressed against his forehead, causing his heart to flutter. "You're strong, Layne," 
she continued, her eyes sparkling with passion. "And | admire that about you." 


He opened his mouth to speak, but instead he moaned, comfort overcoming him as he felt Trinity massage his 
scalp. A grin creased his face when he heard her giggling at his reaction. She then stopped ¢ went back to 
her seat, her brow raised as she pointedly looked at his bowl of soup. He glared down at it € shrugged € took 
a bite. Relief coursed through his body, his eyes falling shut as he continued to eat. 


Feeling better?" Trinity asked when he finished. 


He eyed her as she took his dishes for him. A smirk wrinkled his tired face. "Yeah.." He said. She smiled 
warmly at him. His chest burned with such a strong surge of passion, he felt like he might explode. "I haven't 
felt this good in years." 


History 


Jesus, Layne, can't you sit still?!" Trinity shouted over the loud buzzing sound of the clippers. She laughed 
when he glared up at her deviously, fidgeting again. "I'm going to mess up your hair!" 


Layne laughed. "How can you mess it up?! You're basically shaving it” 


Trinity grinned € finished buzzing off the last bit of raggedy long hair off the top of his head. She ran her 


hand through his now extremely short hair, smiling into the mirror that was infront of them. 

"You look really good," she commented. He really did. In the past month that he had been staying with her, he 
had regained his health back. His face was filled out, his skin had color, € his eyes had this glow in them that 
she'd never seen before. 

She loved his eyes.. 

She bit her lip € turned away, trying to ignore the fact that her feelings for him were growing more serious. 
Layne didn't seem to notice, though. He got up, brushing the loose hairs off his shoulders into her bath tub. 
He bent down and tossed the tarp covered of hair in it, shaking it out. He immediately stopped when he felt 
Trinity's hand on his shoulder. 

"| can take care of it," she said to him with a smile. 

"You sure?" He asked, brow creased. “Because | can do it.. | mean you cut my hair and all." 

She nodded at him, reaching to grab the tarp. Layne slipped when he tried to get out of the tub, ending up 
with him wrapping his arms around Trinity to keep himself from falling. The air thickened when they just 


stood there, staring at each other, their faces just a kiss away.. 


'|--Im sorry," Layne muttered, laughing nervously. He forced his hands off of her, stepping away. 


"'m.clumsy.." 


She just laughed as she bit her lip again. She had to keep her eyes off him. She didn't want him to know how 
she really felt. She didn't know if he would reject her or not. 


Layne awkwardly slipped out of the bathroom, his hand on his chest. "God damn she's driving me ruts," he 


muttered to himself. Driving me nuts because she most likely doesn't want me. 


He stepped into the living room, hands on his hips. His eyes scanning the room, his curiosity peaked. There 
was a beige album on her bookshelf. Most likely a photo album. Layne snickered, wondering how she would 


react if she caught him looking through it. 


Shrugging, he pulled it off the shelf and flipped through it. He laughed at some of the older photos of her. 


"YOU HAD THE FREAKING PEACOCK HAIR?!" Layne shouted, laughing hysterically at the photo of a teenaged 
Trinity with wild multi-colored hair. To add to it, she had those infamous huge shoulder pads on. 


"NO00!" Trinity screamed, running into the living room. She started busting up laughing when she saw the photo 
her self. "It was the 80's!" she defended. 


Layne smirked, glaring up at her with his brow raised. He flipped through more pictures. He grinned € eyed a 
photo of her holding an orange cat. 


"You like cats?" He asked. 

"| love animals, so YES!" 

He studied her for a moment. Even with an old stained baggy sweater € pj bottoms on, she still looked drop 
dead gorgeous. He couldn't believe it. He licked his lips € shook his head, forcing himself to look back down at 
the photo album. 

"what?" Trinity asked 

Layne nonchalantly flipped through the pictures. "Nothing." 


She rolled her eyes. "Suuuure, | believe you." 


He smiled His chest burned again like it always had when Trinity was around him. Going back to paying attention 
to the photos in the book, he immediately frowned. His eyes grew wide as he analyzed the photograph. 


If it wasn't for the crystal green eyes, he wouldn't be able to realize it was a picture of Trinity. She was rail- 
thin, basically emaciated. Just standing out in what looked like a park She was deathly pale, her hair dyed black 


and her sides shaved. 


‘Oh my god, Trinity, you look horrible in this," Layne muttered. He jumped at his own comment when he rested 
his eyes on her. "| mean, not that you were ugly or anything! It's just..you looked sick." 


She bit her lip, glaring sadly down at the picture. "Yeah, | know," she agreed. "I keep it as a reminder" 
Layne creased his brow with confusion, studying the morbid expression on her face. "A reminder of what?" 
"How bad | was when | was a heroin addict." 


Layne's jaw dropped. He set the photo album closed on the coffee table, his eyes stuck on her. "Wait, what..2" 


She smiled sadly. "Why do you think | got into the kind of job | did, Layne? A lot of the staff on that wing are 


recovered addicts." 
His eyes fell on her arms, which were covered with sleeves. "But you don't have track marks." 


"The wonders of laser removal," she blurted, taking a seat next to him. Her eyes teared up, studying the shock 
still splattered all over his face. "I know exactly what you've been going through, Layne." 


"How long?" 

"Since I've been sober?" She asked. 

He nodded 

"Got clean when | was 25.l'm 30 now, so 5 years." 
He bit his lip, his eyes still wide. "How did you do it?" 


She sighed € leaned back in the couch. "Exactly how you're doing it now. Withdrawal meds like suboxone..good 
food--" 


"No, | mean, how do you stay clean.. How the fuck do you do that?" 


She smiled at him € grabbed his hand. "By helping people. Being around people. It gives me a purpose.. When | 
was smoking black tar and banging crap, | didn't have any hope. | hated myself--" 


"But you're an amazing person, l." his eyes teared up as they met her gaze. "I don't understand how someone 
as great as you could turn to that shit" 


"Drug addiction attacks the greatest of people, Layne. | mean, look at you.. 

Layne rolled his eyes. "I'm not that great, Trin." 

"That's what addiction will tell you," she muttered, brows raised. 

"How long were you doing smack?" 

She smiled up at him. "| was on speed Ẹ opiates since | was 14. Turned to heroin when | was 18" 
He shook his head at her. "Why?" 


She got up from the couch, tugging Layne up with her. "Let's go out to the patio, | need a smoke if we're going 


to talk about this..." 

Layne nodded, walking with her there. He blushed when he realized they'd been holding hands the entire time. 
Either Trinity didn't seem to notice, or she embraced it. His brow raised, pondering the possibilities as he took 
a seat on the lounging chair next to her outside. He lit her cigarette for her, laughing when she turned around 
to light a smoke for him. 

"We're so weird," Layne muttered. 

Trinity smirked. "I like it." 

His eyes widened with hope. "Whatd you just say?" 

She laughed, exhaling smoke. "So, my parents divorced when | was 13." 


He gave her that same shocked look. "My parents divorced, too.." 


She nodded € took a long drag from her cigarette. "It hurt. | missed my mom so much.. My father divorced 
her because she lost her corporate job due to getting cancer." 


"What the fuck?!" Layne shrieked. 


She nodded, tears welling up in her eyes again. "She died the following year. She was my hero. She was a 
graphic designer, but she did artwork on the side. She was the whole reason why | got into fine arts." 


Layne raised a brow, his heart pounding. She likes art, too? 


"Anyways. | got really messed up due to it all. And | didn't know who to talk to. All | had left was my dad. The 
rest of my family is all the way in Illinois and all they care about is alcohol € drugs." She paused for a 
moment, trying to blink away tears. "I got into a heavy relationship with this jerk. He was really into partying. 
And, being young and dumb, | thought he was cool. | mean he always was surrounded by friends, getting high, 
having fun. | wanted to be apart of it.. |--" she stopped suddenly. Tears streamed down her face. 


Layne scooted close to her and held her, running his fingers through her light hair. "I'm so sorry, Trinity, | 
shouldn't have asked" 


She shook her head. "No, it's okay. Its just | haven't told anyone about my mom.. Well, | never explained how 
much she affected me... 


"m still sorry," he muttered. 


Her face got close to his. Before he could say anything more, her lips landed against his. Her tongue flicked 
against his as they made out, her arms wrapping around his strong shoulders tightly. 


Without even thinking, Layne picked her up out of her seat. He grabbed her cigarette for her and placed both 
of their cigarettes in the ashtray. He carried her all the way until they reached the spare bedroom Layne had 
been sleeping in for the past month. He set her down on the bed, eyeing her in question 

She answered him by pulling off her sweater € pj bottoms quickly, a soft smile spread on her face. She wasn't 
wearing underwear nor a bra, which instantly made Layne hard. Her eyes bled with need as she helped him 
take off his pants. He tore off his shirt, his lips colliding into her's once again. 

He suddenly pulled away, his eyes soft. "Trinity, are you sure..2" 


She yanked him back down, kissing him violently now. "I love you Layne," she whimpered. Her hand grasped his 


erection, guiding it in between her legs. 


He moaned loudly as he thrusted into her. It was so wet and warm.. His arms wrapped back around her, kissing 


her along her neck. "I love you.. No one has made me as happy as you have." 
She ran her hands along his body, her mouth slightly agape as he continued to make love to her. 
‘Oh shit," Layne blurted suddenly, eyes wide. 


Before Trinity could answer, Layne quickly pulled out. He covered his dick with his shirt, moaning loudly as he 
came. His body flopped down on the bed, biting his lip. 


Trinity laughed. "Too stimulating?" she asked, face red. 


Layne smiled up at her. "I swear | usually last WAAAAAY longer than that!" His palm landed on his forehead, 
cheeks pink "Goddamn that's embarrassing as fuck." 


Trinity laughed, sitting up € kissing him lightly. "H's okay, Layne, | know how it feels to make love after being a 
newb to sobriety.. You should've seen me when | had sex for the first time sober, all | did was scream for 
five minutes. It was too intense." 


Layne laughed and wrapped his arms around her. "Sorry for the disappointment," he went on, insecure. 


"How could | be disappointed?" she asked him, glaring at him with soft eyes. "I'm with you." 


Collision 


He took in the scent of vanilla as he wrapped his arms tighter around her. He smoothed out the stray blonde 
hairs that were on her face, planting light kisses along her neck. A smile creased his face as he watched her 
roll over onto her back € slowly open her eyes. She smiled up at him, her emerald gaze beaming into his blue 
one. 

"Morning," she moaned, stretching a bit. 


Layne gave her a small kiss on the lips. "Morning, beautiful.” 


Trinity grinned at him, slowly sitting herself up from the bed. Her eyes widened when she looked at the clock. 
"Its 2 pm?!" 


He laughed. "I thought you'd like to sleep in since it's your day off," he explained. He bit his lip, curling up to her 


again "You're really cute when you sleep.." 


She laughed, tugging him up with her out of the bed. "You creeper!" She kidded, eyeing the grin that grew on 
his face. "What do you want to do today? The neighbors really want us to go horse-back riding with them--" 


"I'd like to head into town," he interrupted. He slightly cringed when he saw the concerned look on her face. "Not 
what you think." he muttered, his eyes slanting away from her. 


They hadn't been in Seattle since they bumped into one another at CVS. Trinity didn't think it would be the best 
idea for him to go there during his recovery, considering he had drug connections out there € friends who 
knew where to score if his dealers were dry. 


"What would you want to do in town?" Trinity asked, eyeing him with worry. 


He smirked, slanting his eyes back at her. "I don't have any art supplies.. | would really like to draw, it's been a 


minute, plus I've never seen any of your paintings--" 
“There's a reason for that..." 


Layne's eyes dropped back down, biting his lip. "I know, but | thought maybe | could help you out with that.. No 


one should ever just stop what they love," he pulled her into a hug, kissing her again. "Please.." 
She rolled her eyes, though smiling. "Fine." 
Layne's face lit up like a Christmas tree. "You'll paint with me?!" 


She laughed. "Yeah, you dork. Only because you're cute when you beg, though," she smiled at him. Before 


slipping into the bathroom, she pulled off her shirt, showing off her perfect perky rack 
He tried to open the bathroom door, grunting when it was locked. "LADY! Why do you torture me?!" 


She broke down in laughter. She cracked the door open € slyly pulled him into the bathroom. She lead him into 
the shower, tugging off his pj bottoms. They kissed each other hungrily, the warm water soothing them both. 


Layne smiled deviously, pulling her up so her legs were straddling his hips. He moaned when his erection 


squeezed into her, quickly biting his lip. 

"Damn, you're tight," he whispered, nibbling at her ear. 

She groaned, brows creased with pleasure as he continued to penetrate her.. 

SEER EEE 

"What kind of paint do you like?" Layne asked her, checking her out as she kept her eyes on the road. 
Her brow curled in thought as she turned the wheel down the highway. “Just acrylic, why?" 


He shrugged. "I've never really been into painting before," he muttered. His hand rested on her thigh, smiling 


up at her. "You'll have to teach me." 
She smiled, turning on the radio. She cranked up the volume when she heard No Excuses come on 
‘Oh, God," Layne winced, changing the channel. 


Trinity laughed when she glanced over at him, amused that he'd rather listen to classical music. "I like your 


band!" She exclaimed 

"| fucking hate my voice," he moaned, glaring at her. 

She rolled her eyes and changed the station back to the song, turning the volume up even louder. 
"Whyyyyy!" Layne whimpered dramatically. He smirked as he watched her laugh. 


"| don't get you sometimes," she shouted over the music. "You're famous for your voice! Why do you hate 
it?" 


"I can hear the imperfections fucking everywhere..." 


She gave him a weird look as she turned her jeep into a parallel parking spot. She laughed as she watched him 
quickly turn the volume to the radio all the way down € turned it off. "Its a studio recording, how can there 


be imperfections?!" 
Layne rolled his eyes. "l'm not going to argue over this. My voice sucks. End of story." 


"You're freaking crazy," she blurted as she followed him into the art shop. A grin smeared across her face as 


she watched him pull on his sunglasses € a sock hat. "Why do you wear sunglasses inside..?" 

"Because thats what all the cool kids are doing.” 

She laughed. "You're so weird." 

He shrugged, gripping her hand as they veered down one of the isles. "You know you like it" 

They grabbed a packet of acrylics € some paint brushes. Layne couldn't help it but to pick up a packet of ink 
pens € Bristol board paper. He held up a huge pre-made canvas, scanning her body. His face burned, staring at 
her dumbly. She was just wearing a green t-shirt € jeans, but she looked unbelievably sexy in it. The shirt 
made her eyes pop € her shape of her body looked amazing in simple clothing. The shirt tugged at the 


roundness of her breasts, seeming to synch in at her waist. 


Trinity smirked. "Do you want to tell me something?" She asked, amused by how he was just standing there 
staring at her. 


Layne shook his head quickly, biting his lip. "This canvas okay..2" 
She nodded, laughing at him. 


They walked back up to the front € gave their stuff to be scanned through by the cashier. Layne stopped 
Trinity before she could pull her wallet out of her purse. 


"You don't have to pay for anything when you're with me, babe," he whispered into her ear, kissing her on her 


cheek. 

She blushed, playing with her hands as Layne slid his credit card through the machine. With that, they were 
done. Right when Layne was about to toss the art supplies in the back of Trinity's jeep, he felt a tug on his 
shirt. Thinking it was Trinity, he spun around with a sloppy grin spread on his face. 

It immediately dropped, his eyes as huge as melons. 

She looked cold, huddled up in a huge ugly sweater. Her turquoise eyes were sunk into her gray gaunt face. She 
was obviously stoned, he could tell by the way she was carrying herself. She couldn't stand still, constantly 


fidgeting with the baggy waist band of her leggings. 


"Nicole Garder, is that you?" Trinity asked from the front of the jeep. 


She gave Trinity a dirty look. "It's fucking NICKY, retard!" 

Trinity stood there, eyes wide, sharing a look with Layne. 

"Trin.get in the car," Layne ordered, his eyes back on Nicky. 

Nicky laughed at him, spinning her emaciated body to fully face Trinity. Her eyes scanned her, as though she 
was looking for any flaw possible to pounce on. "So, you're Layne's new squeeze, huh?" she asked. Her voice was 


hoarse. She sounded sick 


Trinity just continued to stand there, making Layne all the more uneasy. He turned to Trinity, his eyes pleading 
at her. "Get in the car, Trinity.” 


Nicky scoffed as she watched Trinity jump into the driver's seat of the vehicle. She analyzed Layne, how he 
simply turned back around € set the bags into the vehicle. When he shut the door, he cringed at Nicky's 
mocking laugh. 


She poked him in the stomach. "You're fat now, Layne..damn." 


Layne rolled his eyes. He crossed his arms, trying to hold back his tears when he took in her pathetic 
appearance. "What do you want, Nicky?" 


A shaky skeletal hand lifted up a stale crooked cigarette to her lips, lighting it. She exhaled the smoke right into 


his face. "Is she perfect?" 
Layne rubbed his eyes, trying to contain how upset he was. "What in the world do you mean by that." 


She blew more smoke into his face. "You know what | mean," she croaked. "Did you finally find the perfect new 


Demri?" 

"| never was looking for a replacement for her, Nicky," Layne muttered, keeping his eyes at his feet. 

He jumped when Nicky clenched his cheeks with her bony hand, forcing him to look at her. 

"You're a fucking ASSHOLE," she hissed. "You fucking relapse and then when | try to get you to stop, you leave 
me?!" She broke down in tears. Suddenly her face twisted with rage € smacked him hard across the face. "Now 
look at me, you fucking bastard! Look what you did to me!" 

Layne's eyes watered as he analyzed her. She looked like a skeleton, and she was tweaking out of her gourd. 


Her eyes were way too animated, full of hatred € what seemed like self-pity. It reminded him too much of 


Demri. A tear rolled down his cheek, turning away from her. 


"No, you DICK, fucking LOOK AT ME!" Nicky shouted, grabbing his face again Ẹ violently turning it back to her. 
He choked back sobs, squeezing his eyes tight. 
"You never loved me, did you?!" Nicky continued, her hand squeezing tighter on his face. "Was it all a lie?!" 


He turned back away from her, kneeling on the ground curling up to his knees. Tears streamed down his now 


beat red face, his body shaking. 


"FUCKING LOOK AT ME!" Nicky screamed, causing people who were passing by to stare. "H's all your fucking 


fault. I'm going to die because of you. Just like Demri." 


Something Layne had never felt before surged through his body. He jolted up from the ground, his eyes 
pooled with an unbelievable amount of rage. Nicky took notice immediately € cowered away, her bloodshot 


eyes wide. 


"NONE OF THIS IS MY FAULT!" Layne shouted, hands clenched in fists. "I didn't fucking tie Demri down € shoot 
her up with heroin until she fucking died, SHE DID THAT TO HERSELF! Just like YOU are doing to your fucking 
SELF! You're a fucking BITCH, Nicky! | thought | loved you. | fucking tried so hard with you. | wanted you to 
get better! | wanted us to get better together, BUT YOU DROVE ME FUCKING NUTS!" 


Nicky burst into tears, her stick arms wrapping tight around herself. 

"Mike € my fucking mother were RIGHT ABOUT YOU!" Layne went on, pointing a shaky finger at her. "I was 
using you as an excuse. Just like you're using your fucking PSYCHO ex and now ME as an excuse! You're 
fucking SICK, Nicky! | still care about you, but there's nothing | can do. | need to take care of myself!" 


Nicky bit her lip, lightly weeping. “lm sorry." 


Layne shook his head at her. “If you're fucking SORRY, quit this shit! Get fucking sober! Quit fucking blaming 
others for your own fucking suicide! Its no one's fault but YOURS!" 


Nicky tried to grab him, but he slapped her arm away from him. "Layne, I'm sorry! | love you--" 
"YOU DO NOT LOVE ME!" He screamed. 
She shook her head "How can you know that?! Do you live in my head?!" 


Layne laughed, reaching for the door of the jeep. "I know because I've been in your position many times, 
Nicky. We didn't love each other. We couldn't. We hated ourselves. All we cared about was our fucking fix.’ 


Nicky tried to run up to him again, but tripped and fell on her knees. She looked up at Layne, shrill cries 


escaping her. 


All he could feel was rage. "Get your fucking SHT together, Nicky," he growled 

He jumped into the car, not even bothering to look at Trinity. "Drive," he muttered 
'Layne." She sighed. She tried to reach over to rub his shoulder. 

"Fucking DRIVE!" He shouted, 

She jumped, turning the key to the ignition € pulling out of the parking space. 


Sadness overwhelmed Layne as he watched Nicky still on the ground on the sidewalk, sobbing hysterically. He 
lit a cigarette € cracked the window. 


Concern sketched across Trinity's face as she took a quick glance over at Layne. He was crying. “Layne, are 


you okay?" 


He sniffled. He tried his best to contain the misery but it came pouring out. "Did you look at her?" He 
sobbed. His hand cupped his eyes, embarrassed. "She looked fucking terrible." 


"I know, Layne--" 
"Please take me to my friend's house,’ Layne interrupted. 


She immediately pulled over into a McDonald's parking lot. She shot Layne a look. "NO, Layne. I'm not allowing 
you to do that to yourself--" 


"| fucking NEED IT! You don't understand!" Layne shouted. His eyes went wide € his body shook, turning to 
look at her. "Trinity. fucking need a hit, just one last hit, | need to calm down it's the only thing that works." 
He suddenly grinned, tilting his head at her. "We could both get high € paint together, itll be fun--" 

"NO!" Trinity shouted. 


Layne curled up in his own arms. He began to rock, more sobs escaping him. "Please," he whimpered, eyes 
squeezed shut. “I'm going crazy, Trin. | can't live like this. I'm not MEANT to live like this. If | was, | would've 
got off the shit a long time ago. | need a hit, babe, just one.just to calm down." 


She squeezed his shoulder, making him look back up at her. "You don't need it, Layne. It doesn't help with 
anything.” 


"Yes it fucking does! YOU DONT GET IT!" He shouted, breaking down in more tears. 


Trinity gave him a look, her eyebrows raised. "| don't get it, huh? | don't understand? Layne, you know very 


well that I've been in your position. | know exactly what this feels like. | still get the same thoughts from 
time to time." 


Layne gave her a hopeful look. "Then why not get some with me..2" 


She bit her lip, tears standing in her eyes. "It's not worth it. Its not worth tossing away your friends, your 
family, your LIFE for." 


"But | only wanna do it one more time," he argued. 

"Layne, your brain is playing tricks on you. You CANT just do it once, you've tried that." 
He bit his lip. "No | haven't." 

Trinity smirked. "I know you have, Layne, you can't play these kind of games with me." 

He sighed, hot boxing his cigarette. "How am | supposed to deal with these emotions then?" 
She took her jeep out of park, turning back onto the road. “Exactly the way you are now." 
Layne whimpered, watching as trees flew by his window. "It's so fucking hard." 


She nodded. "I know. But it's so much easier in the long run to deal with it then to turn back to self 


destruction. 


Layne glared at her. He didn't know what to say to that. All he could feel was relief. He gulped down his 


nerves. "I'm so lucky to have you." 

She smirked, squeezing his hand. 

"Without you, I'd probably be dead," he muttered. 

It was quiet the entire drive home. And when they got home, a new sense of pride settled in Layne's chest as 
he set up the easel. He was laughing, having a great time painting with Trinity. And he was sober. He couldn't 


believe it. He couldn't believe that he actually fought the jonze this time. And he wasn't miserable. 


He was having the time of his life. 


Hs Never Too Late to Say You're Sorry 


I'm scared," Layne muttered insecurely. He kept his eyes fixated on the car window, watching as the buildings 


flew by him. His heart skipped a beat when he felt Trinity's hand squeeze his. 

"Don't be," she started. "He'll probably be ecstatic to see you. | mean, its been 3 months." 

Layne turned to her, gulping down his nerves as he analyzed her. She had her hair pulled back in a pony tail 
and barely any make-up on. Still, she looked amazing. He shook his head, forcing himself to think about his 
friend again. 

"When | left, he wasn't too happy with me," Layne finally said. His heart dropped to his stomach as he took in 
Jerry's house. His red pick-up truck was there. "Damnit, | was hoping he'd gone out.. Fucking home-body..” 
Layne grunted to himself. 

Trinity giggled, eyeing him. "Geeze, Layne, don't act too excited." 

He sighed "Are you fucking super woman or something?" 

She gave him a weird look. "Uh..no.” 

He smirked. "Just wondering, considering you seem to have SUPER HEARING." 


She rolled her eyes as she unbuckled her seat belt. "You whisper loud," she commented, grinning. 


"That's an oxymoron if I've ever heard of one," Layne moaned. He laughed with her as they both started 
walking up to the front porch. 


Layne puffed out air of anxiety. He forced a shaky hand to knock on the door. His eyes darted back over to 
Trinity, noticing that she just stood there with a smirk on her face. 


"Well, he isn't answering," Layne blurted, quickly turning around. 

"Yes, he is," a deep voice groaned. 

Layne's eyes grew wide, turning back to see Jerry glaring at him. He fidgeted with his leather jacket pocket, 
lighting a cigarette as he took in Jerry's presence. He was just standing there, arms crossed as if ready to 
hear bullshit spew out of Layne's mouth. His eyes were red and he stunk of skunk weed. 

"Hey, Jer." Layne muttered nervously. He scratched an itch on his scalp, eyes slanting towards Trinity. She had 


her brows raised, nodding towards Jerry. "Uh," Layne continued awkwardly. He had his eyes planted on his 
shoes. "Long time, no see." 


"Well, you look good, L," Jerry growled. His voice gushed with suspiciousness. "Did you switch to alcohol again? 
Or something different?" 


Before Layne could respond, Trinity stepped up. She had a sweet smile tugged on her face. "He's been clean of 
everything for two months now," she said. 


Jerry raised a brow at her. "You sure about that? He's FANTASTIC at pulling the wool over people's eyes." He 
glared pointedly back at Layne, eyeing him up and down 


Layne's brow curled in dismay. He had to keep his gaze on Trinity. Looking at Jerry just made him want to get 
high. 


‘Im positive, Jerry," Trinity went on. "I slowly tapered him off opiates." She squeezed Layne's hand. "He's been 
staying with me. | don't have any mind-altering drugs in my house." 


Jerry looked impressed. He tilted his head at her, curious. "You look familiar, have we met before?" 


Trinity nodded, grabbing his hand and shaking it. "lm Trinity. | work at the hospital Layne was staying at. | was 


one of his nurses." 


Jerry smiled, giving Layne a look. "She's really pretty, L" He turned back to her, a shit-eating grin splattered 
on his face. "What the fuck are you doing with an ugly dog like Layne?" 


"Fuck you," Layne spat. The both of them laughed, though. 
Jerry opened his house door more, gesturing his arm inside. "Come on in, let's catch up." 


9 EEE EK 


Trinity explained in detail to Jerry about how she was helping Layne to stay sober. Afterwards, though, when 
she noticed Layne's eyes begin to sadden, she knew that him € Jerry needed time alone to talk things out. So 


she excused herself from the conversation € headed outside to check out Jerry's yard € smoke cigarettes. 
Right when Jerry was about to pack a bowl € toke up, Layne squeezed his arm, a pleading look on his face. 


"Please, Jer.. Not infront of me," he muttered. His eyes were ravenous as he glared at the lime-green crystaly 
reefer. It even had purple hairs on it. He wet his lips, trying to stop himself from salivating. 


Jerry sighed € nodded, sliding his glass pipe back into the compartment of his coffee table. "I'm glad you at 
least know your triggers now, Layne," Jerry said. He swiped a long blond strand away from his face, scanning 


Layne's morbid expression 


Layne bit back tears. He had to look away from his best friend. His brother. "m really sorry." he slurred out, 
eyes jotting back to glare into his. A fat tear rolled down his face. "I'm sorry for everything, Jer. You didn't 
deserve all of the crap | put you through.. You're the only friend in my life that actually gave a shit and tried 
to understand and |--" he paused for a moment, wiping tears away from his face. "I just kept pushing you 


away... 


Jerry sighed and lit one of his red's. He couldn't help but to squeeze Layne's shoulder. "I'm just glad you're 
okay. You scared the shit out of me when you left," he bit back his own tears and turned away from his 


friend. "Sean € | were planning on finding you dead this year." 

"Oh my God I'm sorry," Layne whimpered, now sobbing. His eyes were glued to Jerry's marijuana pipe. His skull 
was pounding. Before his mind could come up with excuses to relapse, he forced himself up out of the couch. "| 
can't stay in here, Jer," he said suddenly, eyeing the concern on his friend's face. "The..drugs.. | don't want to 
relapse again" 

Jerry nodded, opening up the door and getting Layne to follow him outside. He sat down on one of the porch 
chairs, scratching his brow as he continued to analyze how healthy Layne looked He was the healthiest he had 


ever seen him in the past IZ years. It amazed him. 


"I just wanted you to know that I'm really sorry," Layne continued. "lm sorry about lying to you. About using 
you." He gulped back his nerves, eyes squeezed shut. ".about Nicky." 


Jerry sighed. "It's fine, Layne. You were sick," he took another drag from his smoke, smiling over at Trinity who 
was standing near his flower garden. "Too bad about Nicky, though..." 


"Yeah, | saw her a couple weeks ago," Layne muttered, picking at his thumbs. His eyes teared up. "She looked 
fucking horrible.. I'm hoping she gets her shit together though." 


Jerry's brow curled in concern "You don't know what happened, do you..?" 
Layne's eyes got wide as he turned to glare at his best friend. His heart stopped. "What do you mean...” 


"She died three days ago." 


Temptation 
A seizure. 


She died from a seizure. She took too much adderall. [50 milligrams. And she seized out € died on the couch 


at her grandmothers house. 


That's what he heard from the grapevine, anyways. Trinity tried her best to calm him the past few days 
before the funeral. She ended up having to barricade the doors of her house. She even had to drop Layne's 
motorcycle off over at Jerry's. He was too triggered by the death of Nicky, too disturbed. He constantly was 
blaming himself. He constantly was begging Trinity to take him over to Jordan's to buy a gram. Just one 
gram. She knew just a bag of H would send him back into the cycle. She couldn't allow him to do that. He 
wouldn't eat, either. He spent most of his time chain-smoking. Trinity tried to force him to eat but he'd 
always break down in hysterics, going on about how he didn't deserve to eat. About how he's "selfish". He 
"should've taken her to the hospital the last time he saw her". 


The drive on the way to the funeral was mortifying. Trinity felt horrible for him. No matter how much she 
tried, he still broke down and beat himself up over it. 


Walking into the Catholic cathedral, the air seemed thin. It was disturbingly quiet aside from an out-of-tune 
organ playing. Not many people were there for Nicky's funeral. 


Layne saw Nicky's poor grandmother. She was up at the front, sobbing on top of Nicky's closed casket. 
Nicky's corpse must've looked too graphic to keep the coffin open for the service. He felt horrible for her. 
For what she had to put up with, being Nicky's relative. Constantly being lied to. Abused. Stolen from. 

"Hey, Layne," deep voice called from the pew behind him € Trinity. 

He turned around, his puffy tear-stained eyes wide. It was Mike € Erica They both looked tired But not the 
kind of sleep-deprived tired. Their eyes were glazed over, eyelids lazily drooping over them. Their cheeks 


were flushed as though they were burning up. 


Trinity gave Layne a pointed look, signaling him that it would be a bad idea to talk to them. Still, Layne pressed 


on, his eyes falling on Erica 


She lost a lot of weight since the last time he had seen her. Her once beautiful face was hollowed out, her 


blue eyes now dim € grey § lifeless. Her usually shiny perfectly straight dark hair was now dull € matted. 
"How've you been, Erica..?" Layne asked, tears still streaming down his face. 


She sighed, scratching at her neck. "Not too good" 


His brow raised, concern filling him up as he continued to analyze her. "What do you mean..?" 
"I got fired from the hospital," she muttered, those glassy eyes slanting back over to Mike. 
Mike sniffed, itching his nose. "Bastards fucked her over." 


Trinity's eyes got wide. She knew exactly why Erica had lost her job. She leaned over to Layne, about to 


whisper something into his ear, but got interrupted. 
"| need a smoke, you guys wanna go outside with me?" Layne asked, his eyes glued to his old friends. 


Trinity had to bite her tongue when they all agreed to head outside. She clenched Layne's hand tight, worry 


overcoming her as she continued to study how worn out € horrible Mike € Erica looked. 


‘Someone messed with my drug test," Erica went on about her lost job, sucking on her cigarette. She kept 


having to hike her jeans back up her waist. 
"You sure about that?" Trinity asked. She had to. She knew exactly what was going on 


Erica gave her a look of distaste, leaning over to whisper something in Mike's ear. Mike immediately perked up, 


a devilish grin on his face. 

"You wanna check out what we got in our car..?" Mike asked Layne, raising his eyebrows up and down at him. 
Layne nodded, grunting when he felt Trinity pull him back 

"Layne, | don't like this," she whispered. “This doesn't feel right." 

He sighed. "Trin, come on, let's just check it out? Its been a bad week." 

She rolled her eyes, squeezing his hand even tighter. “I'm not leaving your side, you get me?" 


He nodded, forcing a smirk, though he was obviously irritated. All four of them walked over to a big black 
SUV. The windows were tinted. They all got into the car. 


It smelled like dope. 


Trinity's eyes grew wide when she noticed the charred tin foil € piles of tiny powder-lined balloons. She gasped 


when she saw Erica roll up her sleeve, revealing dim track marks. 


Layne looked like what a starving dog would at a buffet, watching Erica as she stuck herself without even 
having to tie a tourniquet. She was so thin now that her veins were easily visible. She smiled lazily back up 


at Layne after she shot up. 


"Is some good shit," she muttered, those grey eyes falling shut. 


Mike laughed, turning around in the passenger seat of the vehicle so he could lightly tap her against her cheek 
to wake her up. "Don't want you nodding off, sweetie.. Last time your heart stopped. 


She grinned, her eyes back on Layne. "We could share some..you'd have to smoke it though, we're outta 


needles...” 


Mike smirked at Layne. "Just for old-time's sake? Wouldn't be bad for you to do it just once, | mean you're 
obviously going through a rough time" He watched Layne's hesitation, making him roll his eyes. "Come on. | 
miss getting twisted with you--" 


"LAYNE! We're getting the HECK out of here!" Trinity shouted, slamming the car door open. She tried to tug 


him out, her eyes watering when she saw him just sitting there, giving her a pleading look 

‘| mean, he's right, Trin." Layne muttered, licking his lips. "Just one time wouldn't hurt." 

She violently tugged him out of the car, dragging him over to her jeep. 

"GODDAMN YOU ALWAYS DATE SOME REAL BITCHES YOU KNOW?!" Mike shouted from the SUV. 


Before Trinity could stick up for herself, he slammed the SUV door shut. Her face burnt with rage, forcing 
Layne into the passenger seat of her jeep. She jumped into her's. 


"That was MESSED UP, Layne!" Trinity shrieked. Her eyes softened when she looked down at him, seeing him 


breaking out in sobs again 


"Goddamnit," Layne whimpered. He covered his face with his hands. “Goddamnit, why can't | just get the fuck 


away from it, it's like it's following me." 
Trinity wrapped her arms around him, sighing. "It's your friends, Layne." 


"The only fucking friend | have is Jerry," Layne spat, giving her a look. He sniffled back more tears, curling 
up. A grimace creased his face. "It smelled so fucking good in there, Trin. | want it so bad now.. Oh my god 
| fucking need it.. | miss it so much, WHY DO | MISS IT?! Why?!" He broke down sobbing. He glared down at 
his scarred arm, rubbing his fingers across the bumps of his old track marks. "Why do | feel | need 
something that's going to kill me?" 


Trinity held him close to her, allowing him to sob into her shoulder. She rubbed his back, telling him quietly 
over and over that itll be okay. 


He glared back up at her, determination set in his eyes. "We need to get the fuck outta here." 


She looked confused. "What..what do you mean?" 


"We need to move out of Washington.. We can't stay here.. At least | can't. I'll fucking relapse if | stay here," 
he bit his lip, eyeing her down. "I really don't want to relapse, Trin, if | go back to it I'll die." More tears 
bursted from him, his arms wrapped tightly around his abdomen. "I don't want to die, Trin, | finally know what 
happiness is.. | don't want to die.." 


Trinity nodded, wiping the tears away from his face. "I'll talk to the authorities at the hospital about it, okay?" 
He held her tight, sniffling back more tears. "Please, Trinity.. | can't stay here... I'll die." 

She sighed, glaring out the window. It had started to rain. Four men came out of the cathedral, carrying 
Nicky's casket into the hearse. She nodded her head, her eyes tearing up, imagining Layne's lifeless body in a 


casket. 


‘lm not going to allow you to slip, babe," she whispered into Layne's ear. Tears streamed down her face as 


she glared into his scared, tired eyes. "| won't ever quit on you. | love you." 


Angry Chair 


The mocking laughter was nauseating. Echoing in € out. As though in a chamber within the depths of hell. It 


was demonic, ringing in his ears. 
The aroma was that of cooked heroin. 


The needle shined within the dark room, taunting him. It keep slinking closer and closer to him. His stomach 


ached the way it did after banging the good stuff. The pure stuff. 


Suddenly a gothic skeleton crawled out from the corner of the room. She slid over to him € violently grabbed 


his arm. 


Layne tried to pull away. He couldn't. Peering around himself, he quickly realized he was tied taught to a metal 
chair. He had hand cuffs around his wrists € his ankles. 


The chains jingled loudly throughout the dead-silent room as he struggled. Tears € sweat poured out of him 
when the girl tied a tourniquet tight around his bicep. 


The needle popped up infront of his face. His mind screamed at him not to, but his body worked on impulse. His 
hand clenched the syringe, hovering it over his arm. 


"I knew you were too weak to resist it" The skeleton hissed. 
His wide eyes peered up at her. Turquoise eyes glowed behind strands of black € red hair. 
"Nicky?!" Layne shrieked. The arm holding the heroin needle shook. "I thought you were dead?!" 


"| live within you." She snarled. Her laugh echoed against the walls again. It grew louder when Layne broke out in 


shrill, helpless cries. 


His hand slowly brought the syringe down closer to his arm. He stuck himself, more tears streaming down his 


face. 


"No no no, | don't want to do it, | can't! | have something to live for now! | can't do this! Why can't | control my 


body?!" Layne shouted through sobs. 


Nicky laughed € leaned in close to him. Her head twisted £ turned € bobbed on her neck like a demonistic bird. 
"Do it, you worthless sack of SHIT! You don't deserve to live. Not after what you did to us." 


Layne shook, his finger slowly pushing down the plunger. "FUCK NICKY, HOW ARE YOU DOING THIS?! STOP IT! 


Out of no where, Demri jolted up infront of him. Her eyes were huge € Crimson tears were streaming down 
her sheet-white face. Her arms were matted with abscesses, brown € purple with green € yellow puss oozing 


from them. 


"What the fuck?!" Layne screamed. Terror elongated his face as he writhed around on the chair. It was no use 
though. The chains were unbreakable. 


Demri pushed the plunger down fast on the syringe, evil laughter gushing from her pale dry lips. 
"YOU GAVE UP ON US. Now you diel” 


5 EE KK 


Layne jolted from the bed. He immediately tore the covers off of him, glaring down at his arms. A shaky sigh 
escaped him as he rubbed the scarred skin. 


He looked down at Trinity, relief coursing through his veins. “Thank god | still have you," he muttered. He bent 
down € gave her a peck on her forehead before disappearing to the patio. 


He chain-smoked a good 3 cigarettes before Trinity came out. She handed him a mug, brightly smiling at him. 
"Made your favorite," she said sweetly, taking a seat next to him € lighting a cigarette. 


Layne just nodded £ took a sip of his mocha. He glared intensely at the smoke that whirled off his cigarette. 
His mind was still on his dream. How both Demri € Nicky looked How high he felt in it after Demri shot him up. 


"You doing alright?" Trinity asked, interrupting his thoughts. 
Layne kept his eyes on his cigarette. "Yeah, I'm okay," he muttered. He turned to her € forced a grin 
Trinity's eyes narrowed in suspicion. "..you don't look okay." 


Layne grunted. He could never hide anything from her. She was like a living, breathing lie detector. "It's just, | 


had a dream." 

"Another using dream, | take it?" 

He took another sip from his coffee. His eyes widened when they rested on her, slowly nodding. 
"Are you having cravings again?" 


Layne immediately shook his head at her. His eyes bled horror. "No no, FUCK no," he spat. 


She raised her brow at him. "Must've been pretty intense then" 


He sucked on his cigarette for a minute. He put it out, reaching to grab another one. Trinity had her arm on 


his shoulder. 


"You can tell me, Layne," she started. She eyed those hazy wide eyes. Sweat was still oozing from his pours. 


"You look pretty spooked" 

He sighed € leaned back in his chair. "Do you believe in ghosts?" 

She quickly took a drag from her cigarette, looking at him like he was crazy. ".why are you asking me this?" 
Shrugging his shoulders, he decided to light another cigarette, catching a look of disapproval from Trinity. 
"Demri keeps visiting me in my dreams," he muttered insecurely. He kept his gaze away from her, his heart 
pounding. "Nicky and her were in my dream last night..” 

Concern pinched her face. "The subconscious does strange things to people." 

He sucked in his teeth, glaring back at her. "It felt really fucking real, Trin" 

She wrapped her arm around him. "It was just a dream," she soothed. 


"Why do | keep dreaming about them." 


"lts common for recovering addicts to have using dreams," she stated. "Also common for people grieving a loss 
to have dreams about the person who had died." 


"But Demri died almost 7 years ago now," Layne blurted. "Shouldn't | be over it?" 


She gave him a pointed look. "You didn't really deal with that loss, Layne. Instead you used it as an excuse to 


continue to delve deeper into your addiction.” 

He sighed ¢ rubbed his temples. "True..." 

She got up, a grin now on her face. "Come on, Layne. We gotta get ready." 
He looked confused. "For what..2" 

"Your mother Ẹ sister are coming over, remember?!" She exclaimed. 
Layne's eyes grew wide. "Fuck, that's today?!" He whimpered, pouting, 


Trinity laughed. "You sound super enthusiastic!" 


He glared at her. "Can we re-schedule?" 


Trinity rolled her eyes € tugged him out of his seat. "We're moving next month, Layne. And you haven't seen 
your mother in close to 8 freaking months?! The least you could do is pretend like you'll miss her." 


"But but. suck at pretending?" He said, as if trying to convince himself. 

Trinity giggled Ẹ pulled him back into the house. "You're seeing your family. It's final." 

"Fuuuuuck my liiiifel" Layne exclaimed, grinning over at her. "I can't even handle them when I'm high." 
"You couldn't handle much of anything when you were high, so that's a lame excuse." 


He groaned € stepped into the shower. Nothing could prepare him for what the near future awaited for him. 
The tears, the bear hugs, the guilt-trips.. 


The memories of him fucking them all over. 


Friends € Family 

* FIRST OFF 

This might suck major ass. l'm not sure. I've already written A LOT of shit in here that correlates with my 
own struggles with drug addiction.but family? Oh god lol. Don't even get me started. It's kind of A MAJOR 
FUCKING TRIGGER FOR ME considering due to my own addiction, | really screwed my family over. Like bad. 
Any who, enough about my lame ass. Let's get on with sexy ass rock stars € all that jazzzzzz 
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"Oh my gosh, Layne!” His mother, Nancy, gushed. She immediately ran over to him € wrapped her arms tight 


around his broad shoulders. 


Layne laughed. "Geeze, Ma," he moaned. His eyes widened, glancing over at Trinity. She had her hand over 
her mouth trying her best not to laugh. "I can't breath." He squeaked. 


His older sister, Liz, broke down in laughter. Trinity joined in immediately, her chest burning when Nancy finally 


pulled away from Layne. Tears were streaming down his mother's face. 

"You look wonderful,” Nancy croaked, wiping the tears from her cheeks. 

Layne's eyes watered, his mind wandering back to the last time he had seen her. It was a week before he 
found Nicky strung out on the streets after playing that gig. He shot up with Mike just a half an hour before 
she showed up on his doorstep. So many lies. So much bullshit spewing from him about his supposed 
‘recovery’. 


‘Layne, come sit down € have coffee with us?" Trinity asked from the dining room table. 


He immediately snapped out of his thoughts. When he went to slick back his grown-out hair, he felt the 


wetness under his eyes. He didn't even realize he was just standing there, crying.. 


He analyzed how natural the three of the women looked, sitting together at the table. It all seemed right. Like 
Trinity actually belonged. 


| know you've probably already heard a lot about me," Trinity said to the two women, a warm smile on her 


face. "But we've never actually met, so..yeah, lim Trinity. You can call me Trin though.” 


"Wow, Layne," Liz piped up. She grinned deviously, amused by how he continued to just stand out in the kitchen 
dumbly. "How in the heck did you convince HER to even talk to you?! She's gorgeous." 


Layne laughed. "Shut up," he spat. He winked at his sister, though, finally taking a seat next to Trinity. He 
wrapped his arm around her, catching a look from her when she noticed him thumping his leg. She knew that 


was an obvious sign that he was nervous as heck 


"So." Nancy started, noticing the obvious anxiety steaming off her son. She placed her hand on his € caught a 


glimpse of sadness in his eye when he peered back at her. "How have you been, honey? You look amazing." 


Layne wetted his lips, now tapping his fingers on the table. ‘I've been good," he muttered. He glanced back 
over at Trinity, his eyes begging at her to break the awkwardness. 


She didn't step in this time. 
He sighed, irritated. "I was full of shit when | last saw you, mom," he confessed. He felt his heart sink 


Nancy shared a look with Liz. She turned back to him with her brow raised. "Did you actually think you had 


us fooled?" 


Layne's eyes widened. He fidgeted with his plain black t-shirt. Before he could say anything, though, Liz 
stepped in. 


‘| mean, you hooked up with a meth head you met in rehab," his sister blurted She eyed Layne's scarred 


arms. "And | saw fresh puncture wounds on you." 

Layne's head snapped over at her. "You noticed that?! 

Liz rolled her eyes. "Mom and | could tell that you € Mike were high as fuck, Layne. Are you kidding me?" 
Nancy shot a look at her daughter. "Elizabeth" 


She shrugged at her, her eyebrows raised. "Shouldn't we be honest with him, mom? His previous chemical 
dependency counselor stated that we should project honesty in front of him." She glared back at Layne. 
"Make it easier for him to quit bullshiting.” 


Layne sniffled back a tear. "I'm not going to bullshit you guys anymore," he mumbled shakily. "Can't even live 
with the fact that | lied to you for over IO years.. | don't have the emotional strength to continue to do that 
to you." He bit his lip € wiped more tears from his eyes. A smirk creased his face when he felt Trinity rub 
his shoulder in support. “Trin has helped me stay clean for almost 5 months now. And | plan on staying 
clean | dont ever want to go back to the way | was, it wasn't right. And it was disgusting.” 


Liz € Nancy just sat there. Their eyes were wide. Nancy had tears streaming down her face, but she didn't 
look sad. She looked like her prayer had finally been answered. 


Layne rubbed his temples € squeezed his eyes shut. "I don't want to hurt you guys again," he whimpered. He 


tugged up the collar of his shirt, trying his best to stop the tears. "I want you both to know that | love 
you." He choked back a sob, his head now in his hands. "I fucking love you guys so much. | hope you know | 
always have. And I'm so fucking sorry for scaring you. For worrying you all those times | fucking ODed. For 
the times Demri € | locked ourselves up in random motels to use, not answering your phone calls. For allowing 
myself to get so bad to the point of actual death. I've vowed to myself that | will never hurt my own family 
like this again--" 


"Layne," his mother interrupted She was up from her seat. She wrapped her arms back around him, sobbing 
with him. "I'm just so relieved that it's over. It was a nightmare watching you do this to yourself. I'm so 


relieved to see that you're finally HAPPY" 


Liz started crying as she got up to hug her brother. "I thought you were as good as dead the last time | saw 
you," she squeaked. 


"I thought | was good as dead, too," he muttered. He looked up at everyone when they finally let go of him. 
He peaked over at Trinity, noticing she was crying, too. "You okay, Trin?" 


"| really need a cigarette," she sniffled She broke out laughing with Nancy € Liz. 
"Me too," Liz agreed, yanking out her pack. 


They all went out to the patio € smoked € talked about everything € anything. Nancy wouldn't keep her eyes 
off her son. She was so proud to see that he seemed to finally have the strength to fight his own illness. 


They laughed € reminisced on funny childhood memories. Nancy € Liz took on to Trinity fairly quickly. They 
couldn't believe that Layne had finally found a real life partner. Someone that was actually good for him. 


It began to get dark out, so they all went back into the house. Nancy had her arm wrapped around Layne's 
shoulders. A huge prideful grin was tugged on her aged, yet still beautiful, face. 


"Are you still going to be apart of Alice in Chains?" Liz asked They were all in the living room, lounging on the 
recliners near their tube TV. Her eyes widened when she noticed her brother's face twist uncomfortably. 
“Sorry, shouldn't have asked.. Just curious considering you € Trin are moving out of state." 

Layne shrugged. "Well. | still have to think about it--" 


He was cut off by the sound of the telephone ringing. 


Trinity dodged between the furniture € picked up the phone. "Hello?" She asked, twirling the cord around. Her 
eyes widened, them dropping on Layne. 


"What?" Layne asked, suddenly anxious. 


Trinity bit her lip. 
"What is it, Trin?!" Layne shrieked, 


She sighed, her eyes bleeding with torment. "It's Mike." 


De Ja Vu 


Layne tugged Trinity down the bright white halls. Tears stung his cheeks as he frantically glanced quickly at 


the room numbers. 


"lOb, 106, 106," he grumbled through clenched teeth. He groaned when he glared at the other room number. 
IBI. "God fucking DAMNIT, where the fuck is room 106?!" 


Trinity took control, tugging him down the opposite way he was going. 
"Aye! Where are we going?!" Layne shrieked. 


"I work in a hospital! | know where to go, try to CALM DOWN!" Trinity barked, her face just as distraught as 
his. 


More tears streamed down his face when they both stopped in the middle of the hallway. 


There was a doctor € a few nurses pushing out a bagged body on one of the bed strollers. Glaring at the 
door near it, his heart stopped. 


Room 106 
"Oh god," Layne whimpered. He stumbled up to the doctor, tugging on his sleeve. 


He gave Layne the stink eye. "What?" He spat, not even showing any sympathy at all when he took in his 


disheveled appearance. 


Layne pointed a shaky finger to the body that was zipped up in the bag. "Is." he paused, squeezing his eyes 
shut. "I mean was that patient.named Mike Starr..by any chance?" 


The doctor rolled his eyes at him. He pointed his pale finger into room lOb. "He's right in there," he growled. 
Before Layne could thank him, he and the nurses hurriedly rolled the dead body further down the hall of the 
hospital. 


Layne didn't even bother to check up on Trinity. He ran into the room. His lanky body curled up to his knees. 


He broke down into hysterical crying once he saw him. 


"My god, man, you look like shit what the fuck," Layne cried. He quickly yanked the pathetic excuse for a chair 
from beside the window € dragged it right next to Mike's bed. He sat down € clenched Mike's hand. "I can't 
believe you continued to fucking do this. You're smart, Mike, what the fuck?" he whispered, covering his 
mouth with the sleeve of his sweater. 


Mike was hooked up all over. He had the white EKG tags still on his arms € legs € chest $ stomach. His 
index finger was clamped by the wire that connected to the heart monitor. He had 2 IVs in his other arm. 
Layne grimaced when he noticed a tube peaking out the covers from in between Mike's legs. The dreaded 


catheter. 


He was extremely pale. His eyelids € lips had a blue tint to them. He was very thin. Deathly skinny, mostly 
just bone. Layne sobbed again when he eyed the track marks running up ¢ down his arms, fresh puncture 


wounds in both hands. 


Layne looked up when he felt the warmth of Trinity's hand on his shoulder. He furrowed his brows in despair. 
"I fucking hate heroin," he growled, suddenly angry when he turned back to Mike. 


Trinity sighed. "I was hoping when the time came when you would state that, it would be in a more optimistic 


setting.” 


"Nothing optimistic about fucking boy," Layne spat. “All it does is kill people. And everyone around them." He 
checked Trinity over only to tear up again. She was crying, too. 


They both quieted down, though, when Mike's sunken eyes slowly started to open. He jolted back a little when 
he saw Layne. "Why are you here?" He grumbled, voice cracked. He grimaced, reaching over for the 
styrofoam cup of water on the table next to his hospital bed. He took a sip, eyeing Layne € then Trinity. "l 


didn't call you guys, how did you know I've been here?" 


"You had Layne in your emergency contacts," Trinity answered. Her brow creased with concern when she 


continued to analyze how sickly he looked. "are you okay?" 


Mike sniffled. His nose was slightly runny. His body was shaking. "Had an overdose," he grumbled. He took 


another drink of his water, catching a scared look from Layne. "Had an oxygen mask on for a while." 


Layne's brow curled, noticing that Mike's leg wouldn't stop kicking. Eyeing the tremors of his limbs € the snot 


running from his nose, he knew exactly what was going on. "Are you withdrawing?” 
Mike had tears in his eyes. "They kept injecting this shit into me, | forget what it's called--" 


"Naloxone," Trinity interrupted. She bit her lip when she watched Mike's body writhe in pain. "H's most likely 
naloxone. It's an opioid antagonist, it's used to treat any kind of overdose from opiates." She glared over at 
Layne. Her eyes softened when she took in the extreme amount of concern on his face. "They probably tried 
their best to give him small doses to prevent withdrawal, that's why he got the oxygen mask so he could 
breath.. But if he was a heavy heroin user, he's probably going through withdrawal right now." 


Layne noticed the sweat trailing off Mike's forehead. "You want me to take off your blanket for you and set it 
somewhere clean?" He asked, his voice trembling. He tried his best to fight it, but the tears came streaming 


out again. 


"Oh god, please. I'm burning the fuck up," Mike muttered. 


Layne immediately got up € tugged off the thin cloth-like blanket. He broke down bawling again when he saw 
Mike's soaked in sweat body in the blue hospital gown. He was gaunt as ever. Every single muscle in his body 


was shaking. 


Trinity got up from her seat. She gave Layne a pointed look. "I'll be back. I'm going to grab one of the nurses to 
see if they could help treat his withdrawal." She quickly slipped out the hospital room door. 


Layne peered back down at Mike. "I'm sorry," he whimpered, holding Mike's hand even tighter. "I'm so sorry, | 
love you, Mike.. Please just keep fighting.” 


A tired, small smirk creased Mike's scrawny face. "It's okay, Layne," he said. 


"No its not, | introduced the shit to you," Layne barked. Self-hatred drenched his voice. "| fucking talked you 
into doing it with me again when Nicky left me. You were clean off it for, what, 4 fucking years?!" 


Mike sighed. "Layne, | chose to do it. And | chose to go back to it. You just happened to be around when | 
went back to it" He wetted his lips. Pain striked his face for a mere moment, his arms wrapping tight around 


his concave stomach. He suddenly bent over the side opposite to Layne, puking violently. 


Before Layne could react, Trinity came back in with a couple nurses. They pushed past Layne, viles of 
medicine clashing against one another as one of the nurses tugged them out of their pocket. 


A phlebotomist suddenly rolled into the room with more medication. She yanked Mike's gown up € spun him 
over, giving him two shots in the muscle of his butt cheek. "Zofran for nausea," she said, watching the other 


nurse as she typed up the information in the computer beside Mike. "Also Bentyl for the gastrointestinal.” 


The other nurse finally chose one of the viles, sucking up the liquid € tapping the air out. She stuck it in one 
of his IV tubes. "Librium for tremors," she informed the other nurse on the keyboard. 


Mike seemed to loosen up. His brow curled, though, giving one of the nurses a look. "Why no actual opiate 
withdrawal medication..2" 


The phlebotomist sighed. "It would be pointless after naloxone. That drug kills off any effect possible from 


any time of opioid medication" 
"when can | get the real withdrawal meds?" Mike continued. 


One of the nurses glanced over at the clock. It was midnight. "We'll be able to by breakfast time," she said, 


glancing back at Mike. "For now, all we can give you is Librium." 


Mike nodded, seeming to be slightly upset. All three of them watched as the 2 nurses € the phlebotomist 
quickly exited the room, slamming the door behind them. Mike turned back to Layne, his eyebrows raised at 
him. Tears of torture stood in his eyes. 

"Seems we have switched places," Mike muttered 

Layne sighed, his head falling into his hand, remembering how all of this began. Mike came over and saved 
me. He fucking SAVED me, he thought to himself. His eyes teared up. "I should've kept an eye on you," he 
muttered, guilt weighing heavy on his chest. "| mean, you did that for me.. | was selfish, I'm sorry.” 

Mike shook his head € grabbed Layne's hand. He squeezed it. "You were trying to better yourself. You 
couldn't continue to watch me doing what | was doing.. If you did, the both of us would probably be lying in 
hospital beds right now." 

Trinity glared around the room. She suddenly noticed something was missing. "Mike, where's Erica?" 

He rolled his eyes. "She lost her house a while ago due to being unemployed. Welfare refused to give her 
unemployment, since her job loss was drug related. She didn't want to live in my tiny ass crummy apartment, 
so she moved out of town € to pawn off her rich parents." 

Layne blinked. "What the fuck, you guys were together for fucking EVER” 

Mike forced a strained laugh. "She only wanted to be with me because she thought | was loaded." 


Layne raised a brow at him. 


"Um, was in Alice in Chains with you for like fucking 3 years?" He laughed hoarsely at Layne's confused 


expression. 

Layne blushed, laughing lightly. "Oh yeah..duh." 

They both laughed nervously together for a moment. Mike's smile suddenly dropped. He sighed. "You were 
right again," he growled, eyeing Layne with tears in his eyes. "She was just another high class groupie." His 
chest sank, eyes on his jacket that hung behind Layne. 

Layne spun around to see what Mike was looking at. "You want something from your jacket?" 

Mike sniffed back a few tears. "Yeah." 


"What is it you want?" 


“There's a bottle of klonopin in one of the pockets," Mike muttered. He caught a look of disapproval from 
Trinity. He shrugged his shoulders at her snidely, going back to eyeing his jacket, desperation matted on his 


face. "| can't feel the Librium, my tolerance to benzos are too high..” 


Layne's face burned Crimson. He yanked the orange prescription bottle out from the packet of the military 
jacket, eyeing the white little round tablets in them. He shared a look with Trinity. “But the Librium helped 


your tremors to stop. It should stop the muscle aches, too.” 


Mike wetted his lips, his expression now the epitome of helplessness. "I just need a few of those to calm me 
down," he croaked, almost sounding like he was begging. His eyes were glued to the bottle clenched in Layne's 
hand. They rolled up to take in the pissed off expression scribbled all over his best friend's face. "Please." 


Layne didn't even hesitate. He stomped into the restroom on the other side of the room, dumping the pills into 
the toilet € flushing it. Sobs escaped him as he just stood there in the tiled tiny room, watching the pills whirl 


around in the water € get sucked down into the hole. 


"What the fuck, Layne?!" Mike shouted. "I helped you out while YOU were in the hospital, why can't you return 


the favor?!" 


Rage surged through Layne. He stomped back over to Mike, his hands clenched into fists. "| AM HELPING 
YOU!" He shouted. 


Trinity jumped up, placing her hand on his shoulder. "Layne, calm down--" 


"NO!" Layne yelled at her. He turned back to Mike, his eyes tearing up again when he took in the hopelessness 
in his wasted face. He sighed, the anger quickly leaving him. "You need to stop this, Mike. Continuing to use 
‘back up' is not going to help at all. Itll just make things worse. Its just another excuse to continue to use." 
He fell down in the plastic chair, eyeing the tears that ran down Mike's face. "Trust me, | know what you're 
going through. It sucks right now, but you'll thank me later." 


"But | have nothing to live for," Mike whimpered. He squeezed his eyes shut, embarrassed € shocked that he 


just spoke his mind. 

Layne gripped Mike's shoulder. "You have everything to live for, Mike. You're smart..you have people who love 
you, who care about you." He bit his lip, wiping away more tears. "You're so fucking talented and you've been 
throwing it all away..for poison" 


"No one talks to me anymore," Mike blurted. 


Layne tilted his head at him, raising his brows when Mike finally opened his eyes to look at him. "That's not 
true, Mike. What about your parents? Your sister?" 


His dark eyes reflected that of extreme worthlessness. "No one, Layne. Erica was the last one € she fucking 


left me all because of fucking money," Mike paused, his eyes sliding to look over at the window. 


Layne could literally feel the vibes of negativity coming off of his best friend. But instead of cowering away, 
he leaned in closer to the emaciated brunette. "Mike..there's something wrong, there's something you're not 
telling me," Layne said. His tone was angsty. He analyzed Mike, how he squeezed his eyes shut again, as 
though ashamed. 


"Mike, tell me," Layne demanded. 


Mike forced his eyes back open. He just sat there for a while, his eyes gazing intensely into Layne's. He 
sighed, a single tear rolling down his cheek. 'I did this on purpose." 


Layne was confused. He turned to look at Trinity, sharing a look of concern. He glared back at Mike. "What do 


you mean..." 


"| tried To kill myself." 


H's Your Decision 


They were in the cafeteria, seated at one of the many tables within the tiled room. It was located on the first 
level of the hospital, three floors below where Mike was being treated at. It had been close to a week since 
Mike had been in there. He was still undergoing a methadone treatment for heroin withdrawal. Trinity was 
sipping on a coffee and picking at her chicken Caesar salad, glaring out the window anxiously. The both of them 
were on edge, knowing very well that Mike was the elephant in the room that HAD to be confronted. 


Layne just sat there, thumping his leg anxiously, trying to weigh out their options. "He can't go to rehab." 
Layne stated. He nervously picked at the napkin dispenser on the side of the table. His face burned when he 
caught a look of disapproval from Trinity. He bit his lip. "Trin, | know it won't help him. | mean, rehab didn't help 
me at all. Every time | got so called ‘treatment from those doctors, | shrugged them off like they were just 
know-it-all bastards. | was too ill to take them seriously.” 


Trinity sighed. "But you're not Mike. You guys are totally separate people." 


"The other patients in there are ALWAYS smuggling in drugs," Layne pointed out. He narrowed his eyes at her. 
"And I've known Mike for close to sixteen years now. He would DEFINITELY join in with those kind of people." 


"Maybe it'll be different this time," Trinity argued. She raised an eyebrow at him while she took another drink 


of her mocha. "You're not a fortune teller, Layne." 


He groaned and tore out one of the napkins from the dispenser. He began tearing the soft paper apart, his face 
now glowing red with irritation. "He's my best friend, Trin | don't want to see him continue to slowly KILL 
himself." 


She shook her head at him. "We're not allowing Mike to stay with us." 


Layne tore out more napkins. He balled them up and started tossing them into the trash bin next to them. 
Trinity placed her hand on his shoulder, giving him a pointed look to try to calm him down. Instead, he got up 
from the table, pulling out a cigarette. "If you refuse to help my BEST FRIEND, then FUCK YOU--" 


"Layne!" Trinity shouted at his back. He was speed walking towards the exit door. She ran after him, pulling him 
back to look at her when they were both outside. She sighed when she took in his morbid expression. "Layre.. 
l'm just scared. l'm scared he's going to influence YOU. | can't let that happen again" 


‘Ive been sober for five months now, Trinity!" Layne shouted. He lit his cigarette. "Are you assuming that | 
don't have the strength to resist it?!" He groaned when he scanned the pinched worry on her face. He walked 
over to the bench a few feet away from the door, sitting down. He rubbed his temples, frustration coursing 


through his veins. 


‘lm not saying that you're not strong enough, Layne," she reassured him. She took a seat next to him, rubbing 


his shoulder. "It's just.. The temptation will always be there. And five months might seem like a LONG TIME to 
you, but it really isn't... It's taken me until now, FIVE YEARS recovered, to finally be able to RESIST the 
temptation. | still get the thoughts, but | don't act on them anymore." 


"| don't act on it, either," he argued. He took a huge drag from his smoke. Those blue eyes studied her. Sadness 
overwhelmed him, thinking of the state Mike was in the first night he was hospitalized. ".he tried to commit 
suicide, Trin. He doesn't believe anyone cares about him anymore. | can't just leave him to fend for himself in a 
hospital, surrounded by other SICK people. He'll end up dying. | know he will. | can't fucking LIVE with that, Trin. 
He's my best friend” A tear rolled down his cheek, making him quickly wipe it away with the collar of his t- 
shirt. "He saved my life. Yeah, we relapsed together, but he saved my life.. You remember how bad | was. Heck, 
you were there the minute they transferred me to the detox wing. | was most likely close to weeks or even 
DAYS away from dying. He fucking saved my life. He deserves to have someone do the same for him." 


Trinity sighed. She swiped the blond hairs away from her face. Looking back at Layne, she couldn't help but to 
kiss him. Her heart dropped to her stomach as she wiped away another tear from his face. "Alright." she 


muttered, ultimately defeated. 
Layne's eyebrows raised in shock. He gazed back into that emerald haze. “Really? You mean it?" 


She nodded and wrapped her arm around his broad shoulders. "Yes.. When he gets through detox, he can stay 
with us." She watched his expression change from despair to hopefulness. She couldn't help but to smile and 
kiss him again. When she let go, her brow curled in concern. She couldn't help but to remember the time when 
they were at Nicole Garder's funeral. When they went into Mike and Erica's SUV.. The way Mike was 


pressuring Layne to relapse.. 


"There's going to be rules he has to follow though," Trinity said, her mind finally made up. "If he breaks ANY 


of them, I'm kicking him out. Do you understand?" 


Layne nodded his head vigorously. He still had a sloppy grin on his face. He was just relieved that Trinity was 
willing to give Mike another chance. "Yeah, yeah, that's fine, babe. | get it" 


She raised her brow at him. "Did you even tell him you were thinking about doing this for him..?" 
Layne smirked. "I know he'll want to go with us, Trin. He's been lonely.” 


She sighed and got up from the bench. She curled her brow at Layne when she noticed he continued to just sit 
there and stare at her. She gave him a look like he was stupid. "Well, come on. Let's tell Mike the news." 


They both headed back into the entrance of the hospital. Layne was more than enthusiastic about all of this. 
He had felt like a prayer had been answered. Trinity, on the other hand, was extremely concerned. She was 
mortified about the decision.and worried that she had made the biggest mistake in her and Layne's entire 


relationship. 


Will Mike even ATTEMPT to take sobriety seriously? Or will he continue to fall? Trinity had no idea what was in 
store for them. All she knew was that she had to keep her guard up. She would never allow Layne to fall again, 
even if that meant possibly risking his best friend's life. 


Moving On 


All three of them were in the vehicle. It was quiet most of the ride, aside from Mike flicking a lighter on yet 
another cigarette. He had been chain-smoking ever since they discharged him from the hospital. He liked to 
think he was hot boxing cigarettes because he hadn't been able to smoke one in two weeks. But that was far 


from the truth. Mike could tell that Trinity was extremely hesitant about allowing him to live with her ¢ 
Layne. He knew it was because of the altercation that happened at Nicky's funeral. 


Layne turned around from his seat and glared over at his friend. Mike was starting to look better. He wasn't 
as thin anymore and he had color back in his face. Glaring at his hand that held the cigarette, though, he could 
tell Mike was still going through some form of withdrawal. His hand was shaking like an old man's with 


Parkinson's. 
"How come you're still having tremors?" Layne asked him, his eyebrows furrowed. 


Mike bit his lip. He kept his eyes out the window. He was tired of seeing that look of pity on his best friend's 
face. "Benzodiazepines take forever to fully get out of your system," he grumbled. He took another drag from 
his smoke, sighing a bit when he exhaled. "I dunno why those assholes didn't write a script for more Librium 


for me... This shit sucks.” 


"They never write a script of controlled substances for addicts," Trinity intervened. She sounded on edge, her 
expression blank. "Plus you're over the hump of the worst point of benzo withdrawal. You're not at seizure risk 


anymore." 


Layne turned back around to look at her. He sighed when he took in her expression. She looked irritated. He 
squeezed her shoulder and leaned over to her. "Babe, it'll be okay.. Mike is going to get better, | promise," he 


whispered into her ear. 


She turned on the radio and turned the volume up. She began speeding through downtown Seattle. Layne's eyes 
grew wide as he heard the screeching of her jeep's wheels. He held on for dear life once the car started 


bumping and tilting due to her sharp turns. 


"Trin, JESUS, we're not in a fucking race here!" Layne shouted. He turned off the radio, sharing a look with 
Mike. He turned back to look at his girlfriend, noticing that her face was now crimson with rage. "Trinity, what 
the fuck? Mellow the heck out." 


She pulled her jeep over and parallel parked it near a subsidized apartment complex. Reaching into her jacket 
pocket, she lit a cigarette. She turned to Mike, her face softening when she saw him giving her a look as 


though he was begging her to toss him on the road and run him over. 


"Mike," she started. She gulped down her nerves, taking a few drags of her cigarette. Her body leaned back into 


her driver's seat. "Mike, l'm sorry for acting cold towards you," she groaned. She caught a look from Layne. He 


was just sitting there in his passenger seat, his eyebrows raised. Her eyes wavered back at Mike. "H's just.tm 
worried about Layne AND you now. | don't want to find that the both of you started using again all because | 
allowed you to stay under the same roof. Its not that | don't like you. | get it that you're an addict and that 
the disease ISNT WHO YOU ARE. It's just I'm really worried” 


Mike nodded and flicked his cigarette out the window. "I understand, Trinity," he muttered. He bit his lip. "I know 
I've done some fucked up shit in front of you.. | honestly was shocked when you said you were going to allow 
me to stay with you guys.” He sighed and looked over at Layne. "I don't want to hurt anyone anymore though.. 
And I'm tired of living the way | have been. Junk doesn't work for me like it used to, its really the reason why 
| tried." He stopped himself. He squeezed those dark eyes shut, gulping back his remorse. "It's the reason why | 
tried to do what | did." His eyes slid over to Trinity. "I want to change. | know you probably don't believe me 
due to all of the shit | did, but | really do want to change. This stupid doper life style isn't worth it anymore.. 


Like I've said, | don't really have anyone anymore--" 


"You still have us," Layne interrupted. A sad smile was tugged on his face as he grabbed Mike's hand and 
gripped it. "And we want to help you," he turned back to Trinity, eyeing her in question. "Right, Trin." 


She sighed € nodded. She couldn't deny the fact that she cared. "Yes, we do want to help you, Mike. | just hope 


you're serious about getting better." 
"Serious as I'll ever be," Mike muttered. "I'll prove it to you.” 


Trinity smiled and turned her jeep back on. She pulled out of the parking space. "So, your apartment is right 
down here, right?" she asked Mike, pointing to the left of the road. 


Mike sighed € nodded. He lit yet another cigarette as Trinity turned down the road € parked in front of the old 
school house that was morphed into an apartment complex. "It's the first floor so itll be easy," Mike said as 
he got out of the car. "It's really fucking messy though.. 

Layne smirked. "Is it as bad as my condo earlier this year?" 


"FUUUUUCK nol" Mike shrieked, laughing with him. 


All three of them entered the building. Mike shook violently as he unlocked the door. He sighed when he opened 
it, catching a concerned look from Trinity. 


"Is there.ummm.. ls there drugs in there?" Trinity asked him before stepping in. 
Mike scratched his brow nervously. He looked over at Layne, biting his lip. "Yeah, there is." 


Trinity sighed. "I'll go get it" She glared over at Layne. "You guys stay out here. | don't want any of you two 
getting any ideas." 


"Yes, mother," Layne squeaked. He giggled when he got that stern look from Trinity. "Ha.sorry, | couldn't 


resist...” 


Trinity rolled her eyes € disappeared into the apartment. Shock overcame her as she looked around. There was 
close to nothing in his place. There was no furniture, just a bean-bag chair € a rug in the center of his living 
room. A tiny tube tv was sat on top of an oak dresser near it. She immediately spotted a tiny ballon. Picking it 
up, she sighed, noticing there was still a tiny bit of black tar heroin in it. She grabbed the package of syringes 
€ the drug-caked spoons that were strewn around the carpet. She then immediately went into his restroom € 
opened the medicine cabinet. There was many empty prescription containers. She groaned with torment when 


she found one with a few five milligram tablets of Valium in it. 


"Goddamn this is triggering," she muttered to herself, licking her lips. Before she could get any ideas, she 

stomped over to his kitchen € tossed the drugs into the trash bag. Immediately afterwards, she tugged open 
the refrigerator door € began throwing away cans of beer € bottles of whiskey and Bacardi. She was shocked 
to see Mike didn't even have any dishes or cookware in his kitchen. Instead, there were trash bags filled with 


take-away containers € packages of plastic plates € silverware. 
She sped-walked back to the entrance door, giving Mike a look. "I think | got all of it," she said. 
"Did you check the bedroom." he muttered. He was blushing, slightly embarrassed. 


Trinity groaned and went back into his apartment. Her eyes grew wide when she entered his bedroom. There 
were piles of balloons € ziplock bags € charred tin foil in the corner of the barren room. Used syringe needles 
and clothes were strung everywhere. She spotted a tray near the mattress in the middle of the room that 
was covered in blue powder. She ran to it, basically praying that she wouldn't relapse and rub some of the 
Xanax in her gums as she jolted back into the kitchen € tossed it out. She then went back £ gathered the 
powder-lined bags € balloons € charred tin foil and threw it away. 


"| got it alll" she called out to them. She sighed with relief, glad it was over, though her eyes were planted on 
the garbage bin in Mike's kitchen. She lit another cigarette, watching as the two recovering addicts quickly 
grabbed Mike's clothes and tossed them into bags. 


When Layne turned to head out with a couple trash bags full of clothes, his brows furrowed. He could tell that 
Trinity was bothered. "Are you okay, sweetie?" he asked as he stopped at the front door. 


She sighed and took another drag. "Let's just hurry up and get this over with," she groaned. She didn't feel like 
telling him she was triggered like crazy to get high. 


Layne shrugged and walked out to the jeep. Mike followed quickly behind, clutching his bass guitar € amp close 
to him. "Now we just need to get the dresser and we're done," Mike muttered He looked about as upset as 


Trinity did. 


Layne looked shocked. "Really? What about everything else--" 


"Fuck everything else, | don't need it," Mike interrupted. His eyes were wide. He almost looked petrified. 


Layne nodded, knowing very well now that Mike € Trinity were jonzing due to the drugs in the place. He 
scratched his scalp, feeling the urge to use himself. "Yeah, | agree. Let's get the fuck out of here." 


All three of them quickly maneuvered the dresser into the jeep. With that, they were done. All of them looked 


relieved as ever as they jumped back into the car. 

"Well, that's over." Trinity blurted. 

Mike sighed. "Sorry about that, Trin." 

She shrugged. "I'm just glad you didn’t feel the urge to pocket any of it” 

A smile curled on his skinny face. "| told you, | really want to change. | mean it" 

It was silent the entire ride back to Trinity € Layne's place. Not much was said when they all got there, either. 
Mike was too tired and still slightly sick due to benzo withdrawal, so he quickly retired to his bed in their 
spare bedroom after they moved his dresser into it and his clean clothes. Trinity couldnt help it but to search 


his dresser. She was pleasantly surprised to find no drugs or paraphernalia in it. 


Maybe Mike REALLY DID want to change. Still, Trinity was planning to keep her eye on him. 


Fight the Battle, Win the War 


The three of them veered through the trails € into the grass. Trinity was taking lead, walking at a brisk pace 
as she carefully criss-crossed past the tomb stones. When she finally found the one she was looking for, she 
immediately fell to her knees € hugged the hunk of marble. Tears streamed down her face. 


"Happy birthday, mom," she whispered. Her hand swept across the chiseled in lettering. Her face was turning 
red from trying her best not to break down bawling. 


Layne got down on his knees next to her and wrapped his arms tight around her, the bouquet of Violets stil 
clenched tight in his hand. "It's gonna be okay, babe, I'm here for you," he whispered in her ear. He bit back his 
own tears when she started breaking down sobbing. His calloused hand rubbed her back lightly as he turned up 
to share a look with Mike. 


Mike just stood there with his arms crossed awkwardly. His sunglasses concealed his eyes so no one could see 
how uncomfortable he actually felt. He wanted to be supportive, but watching all of this made his own 
thoughts darker. 


Trinity tugged her purse off from her shoulder € pulled out a folded note from it. She pressed a kiss onto the 
paper before grabbing a rock € setting the letter down next to her mother's tomb stone. She nodded at Layne, 
queuing him to help her stand up. 


Layne kissed her € wiped the tears from her eyes. "You okay, Trin?" 


She sighed € shrugged. "I'm used to it," she muttered "Just really miss her at times." Those green eyes 
quickly glanced over at Mike. She could tell he was getting triggered by all of this. She turned back to Layne € 
gripped his hand. "Let's head back. | gotta be at work in the next hour." 


Layne nodded £ started heading back with her to their car. His eyes kept wavering back at Mike. He knew 
something was stewing in him. He could tell that watching Trinity get upset like that made him worse, but he 
didn't want to leave Mike alone at the house. He didn't know if he would call one of his ‘friends’ to give him a 


ride to go out € score. 


On the drive home, Trinity blasted the radio. She obviously wasn't in the mood to talk about her mother. She 
might be five years clean, but that doesn't mean she isn't an addict anymore. The death of her mother was 


her main trigger. Talking about it would just make it worse. 
When they got back, Trinity quickly got ready. She tied her hair tight up in a bun € already had her scrubs on. 
Layne tried to coax her into eating the dinner he had made for her before leaving, but she refused. She was 


too upset to eat. 


‘| love you," Layne said to her at the doorway. He kissed her softly on her cheek, rubbing her shoulder. "If 


anything happens or if you get upset, don't be afraid to call home, okay?" he asked her, his light blue eyes 


softening. "I'm worried about you.." 
A small smile tugged on her face. She gave him a tight hug € pecked him on the cheek. "I'll be okay, honey." 


She peered around the door, brow curled when she couldn't see Mike from where she was standing. "Just keep 


an eye on Mike, okay? I'd be more worried about him if | were you." 
Layne bit his lip as he watched her slip away from the door £ jump into her jeep. When she disappeared down 
the road, Layne shut the door € turned back. Anxiety pumped fast within his chest as he peered around the 


house. It was eerily quiet. Too quiet. 


Layne chanted over and over in his mind not to see Mike doing anything stupid in the spare bedroom. When he 
finally reached Mike's door, his eyes watered. He couldn't open it, the door was locked. 


"Mike?" Layne called through the crack 


Sounds of crinkling plastic € thumps of a dresser door being pushed shut immediately commenced. "Yeah?!" 


Mike called back. 
"Unlock the door," Layne growled. 
"lim kind of ummm NAKED?!" Mike shrieked back. 


Layne rolled his eyes. "| don't care. Won't be the first time I've seen your bare ass." He jiggled the door knob. 
He felt his heart flutter in his chest when he heard more sounds of plastic. "Mike, OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!" 


Mike unlocked the door € swung it open His eyes were glazed over € red, anger stricken on his face as he 


eyed Layne. "Its fucking OPEN, happy now?!" 


Layne shoved past Mike. He stomped over to the dresser € attempted to yank the drawer open. Mike grabbed 


his arm though, his face now stained red with anger. 

"Why do you € Trinity constantly go through my shit, huh?!" Mike spat. He pushed Layne away from him, not 
even caring to see Layne tumble down on the ground next to his bed. "I'm not fucking lb, 'm an ADULT. | don't 
appreciate you guys going through my stuff!" 


Tears stood in Layne's eyes as he analyzed Mike. His hair was tangled € matted. All he had on was a pair of 
torn jeans. It was obvious that he was on something. His pupils were dilated € eyes were glassy. 


"What are you taking, Mike?" Layne asked, biting back tears. 


Mike groaned, his hands now clenched into fists. "I'm not on anything, you fucking idiot! Why can't you just 
LEAVE ME ALONE!" 


Layne's eyes shifted back to his dresser. He licked his lips anxiously. "What's in the drawer, Mike.” 
"For fuck's sake, Layne, NOTHING!" 


Layne raised a brow at him € slowly stood up. "If there's nothing in there, then there shouldn't be a problem 
with me checking it to make sure." He walked back to the dresser. 


"IM TIRED OF YOU GOING THROUGH MY SHIT!" Mike shouted. His eyes bled terror though. He ran infront of his 


dresser, eyeing Layne down. "You're not going through my shit" 


Layne narrowed his eyes at him. "Mike. If you don't own up to having dope here, Trin | are going to kick you 
out. Do you really want that to happen? Is this actually worth it?" 


Mike rolled his eyes. He sighed, defeated. He tugged open his second dresser drawer, tossing clothing onto the 
ground. He handed Layne a wooden box. Tears of torment stood in his eyes as he slipped away from Layne, 


collapsing down on his bed. 


Shaky, nervous hands unclicked the latch on the box. Layne couldn't stop the tears when he saw what was in it. 
A few morphine patches, some hydrocodone, € five IO milligram valiums. He bit his lip, staring at it for what 
seemed like an eternity. His mind was split in two. He didn't want the drugs, he knew that when he was an 
active addict he was miserable. But he wanted the drugs. Because they quieted down his thoughts. They made 


things simple for him, temporarily anyways. 


His hands shook so badly that Mike's box clashed down onto the ground. Layne fell onto Mike's bed, covering his 
face with his hands. He sniffled back a few tears. "How the heck did you sneak this shit in here, Mike?" 


Mike bit his lip. "My guitar case." 

Layne shot him a look "I thought it was weird when | saw you holding onto it like it was some freaking million 
dollar baby." His brows furrowed, turning back to glare at the drugs on the carpeted floor. "Just.just fucking 
WHY? Why did you do that, Mike? You want to recover, don't you?!" 

Mike sat up on the bed, rubbing his temples. "It's uncomfortable..." 

"What is." 

He gulped back his nerves. He really hated talking about his feelings. To him it just proved he was weak. Still, he 
had to be honest with Layne. He was the only friend he had left. "It's uncomfortable being sober, man. | don't 


know.. It's just.. | don't feel right." 


Layne raised a brow. "It's because you're actually feeling.” 


"I know," Mike sighed. "It's horrible, Layne. I'm even more depressed than | was before." 
"Your brain is healing, Mike, it takes time. You've only been sober for going on three weeks.’ 


Mike scratched his scalp nervously, his eyes on the pile of drugs. He licked his lips, eyes watering. "So itll get 
better..2" 


Layne nodded. "You just have to be patient. | mean, look at me," he said. He turned to Mike € smiled at him. "I 
haven't been this happy before in my life, Mike.. It's worth it" 


"What should | do with it, then?" Mike asked, nodding at the pharmaceuticals. 

Layne blinked. "You're going to have to flush them down the toilet € throw away the box." 

Mike groaned. ".can | do just a few more lines of--" 

"NO," Layne barked. 

Mike sighed € nodded. "Guess you're right." He slowly got up from the bed, bending over € picking up all of the 
drugs. Tears were streaming down his face as he tapped into the restroom. Layne stood in the doorway, 
watching him as he hesitated to throw them away. He didn't say anything to Mike, though. He knew this was 


the hardest thing he'd ever gone through in his life. 


Finally, Mike squeezed his eyes shut € dropped the dope into the toilet. He quickly flushed it. Almost 


instantaneously, he fell to his knees, his head in his hands. He was bawling. 


Layne slid over to him € wrapped his arm around him. Tears were falling down his face, too. "I'm so proud of 


you, Mike," Layne finally squeaked. He wiped away his tears, analyzing the distraught look on Mike's face. 
‘lm sorry for lying to you..” 


Layne shook his head. "Do you remember how many times | lied to you?! Come on, man, you know | wouldn't 


hold that against you. This is tough shit." 
Mike grabbed tight onto Layne € cried more. "It's just so fucked up, Layne, it's all | think about" 
Layne nodded. "I know, Mike. | know..” 


"My fucking dreams are tormenting me. And | can fucking SMELL it, Layne, | smell it all the fucking time." He 


sobbed again, his arms wrapping even tighter around his best friend. "Its driving me insane." 


"You need to tell me when this shit happens, Mike." Layne pulled away from him, sniffling back more tears. "You 


can't just keep this inside, of course you'll go crazy." 


Mike nodded € stood up. He walked with Layne over to the box on the ground. They both decided to head 
outside € start a bon fire. They watched as the wooden box burned away into ash. And as it disintegrated into 
nothing, something filled the void within Mike's heart. 

He wasn't alone. 


He hasn't been alone this entire time. 


He had his best friend by him all this time, all he needed to do was talk. It relieved him to recognize this. And 
it gave him a sense of hope that he hadn't felt in years. 


He wasn't alone. 


The End Of A Nightmare 


"Well, | think that's all of it," Layne said, scratching his brow. He glared at the huge Uhaul semi-truck that 
was loaded with all of their belongings. His heart tugged at the strings of his soul. This was harder than he 
expected it to be. Turning to Trinity, he eyed their Jeep that had his motorcycle towed to the back of it. 


Mike was waiting in the back of the jeep, chain-smoking cigarettes again 

Layne licked his lips € sighed. He jumped slightly when he felt a hand pat him on his back. He turned back 
around to the Uhaul truck, realizing it was Sean € Jerry. "Thanks for helping out," Layne told them, eyeing 
them down. They both looked sad yet proud at the same time. 


"IFs no problem, L," Jerry said, winking at him. His eyes slightly teared up though. "I'm going to miss you like 
crazy, though..." 


Layne bit his lip, his eyes sliding over to Sean. He had that famous smirk plastered on his long thin face. 
"We'll visit you guys, though," Sean said. Layne was shocked when he noticed there were tears standing in his 


dark eyes as well. 


Layne couldn't help himself. He spread his arms wide open, hugging the both of them instantaneously. "I love 
you guys," Layne whimpered. 


Sean grinned up at him. "Ima miss yo fine ASS." 


Layne € Jerry laughed ¢ immediately backed away from each other. "Holy shit, | feel like I've been freaking 
molested now," Layne blurted, still laughing. 


Sean hugged him again. "No, but seriously.. | love you both, man," Sean said. He was sobbing. 


Layne sighed, glaring over at Jerry. He had tears rolling down his cheeks, his long blond hair blowing around in 


the wind € getting tangled. 


"We're really proud of you guys, you know?" Jerry commented. He wiped the tears away from his face. He 


sighed € grinned wide. "Even inspired me to cut back a bit on the green." 

Sean nodded, scratching at his scalp. "I haven't drank in two weeks." 

"Wow, that's fucking amazing,” Layne blurted. He started crying again. "Oh my god, that's great." 

"Yeah, we kinda realized we were being hypocritical dicks," Sean sighed. He forced another sly smirk, tilting his 


head at him. "So glad this is over. And you and Mike can move on and finally fucking LIVE. You guys deserve 
it” 


Layne nodded, smirking. They all cried again. Layne turned to Mike, who was halfway hanging out of the jeep. 
"MIKE!" Layne shouted at him. "Get your FAGGOT ass over herel!" 


Mike laughed € rolled his eyes. He slumped out of the jeep € tapped over to the three of his sobbing friends. 
They all hugged each other € cried. 


"Oh my god this is sappy," Mike whimpered. They all laughed again. "We need to make a second Sap album" 
Sean laughed. "Jerry € Layne could just cry € scream into the microphones while you and | could play violins.” 
"Oh my fucking god Sean," Layne breathed, laughing again 

Jerry nodded at Sean. "Come on, let's get into this freaking monster of a vehicle € start this move, man" 


Sean nodded. He patted Layne € Mike on their backs again before disappearing into the passenger seat of the 
Uhaul semi-truck. "So fucking proud," Sean stated again, winking at them. He shut the door to the vehicle. 


When they all heard it rumble on, Trinity sighed. "Well, this is it," she said, eyeing Mike € Layne. 
Layne's eyes grew wide. "A new freaking beginning." 


Trinity smiled € kissed him. She ran her hand through his overgrown curly blond hair. "A new € better start, 
babe." 


Mike sniffled € shook his head. "Let's. Lets just get moving, guys. This is making me emotional as fuck, | 
feel like a baby." 


Layne laughed, squeezing his shoulder. "Its because you ARE a baby, baby. 
Mike giggled as they all sat into the jeep. "m YOUR baby, sweet cheeks.” 
Layne cringed, turning to see Trinity laughing as she turned the car on. "Oh god, Mike, don't" 


Mike laughed, leaning back a bit in his seat. He lit another smoke, his eyes watering again as he glanced out 
the window. Their old home slowly but surely disappeared out of view. 


All of them were silent, just smoking cigarettes € listening to music on the radio as they watched Seattle 
swipe past them. Soon, all they could see was the pavement of the highway, the cars zipping past one another 


ina hurry. 


They all felt like they were in slow motion And their hearts ached with fear, yet anticipation for the near 
future. 


The nightmare was finally over. 


They could finally live again. 


